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PROEM. 



CHAPTER I. 

M1DA8. 

Tbb condition of Engiand, on which many pamphlets are now in iht 
course of publication, and many thoughts unpublished are goiagon m every 
reflective head, is justly regarded as one of the most ominouai and withal 
«ne of the strangest, ever seen in this world. England is full of wealth, of 
multifarious produce* supply for human want in every kind ; yet England is 
dying of inanition. With unabated bounty the land of England blooms and 
grows ; waving with yellow harvests ; thick- studded with work-shops, Indus- 
liial implements, with fifteen millions of woikers, understood to be the 
•troogest, the cunningest, and the willingest our Earth ever had ; these men 
are here ; the work they have done, the fruit they have realized is here, 
abundant, exuberant on every hand of us ; snd behold, some baleful fiat, as 
of Enchantment, has gone forth, saying, ** Touch it not, ye workers, ye mat» 
ter^workers, ye master-idlers ; none of you can touch it, no man of you shall 
be the better of it ; this is enchanted fruit !*' On the poor workers such 
fiat falls first, in its rudest shape ; but on the rich master-workers too it 
falls ; neither can the rich master- idlers, nor any richest or highest man, 
escape, but all are like to be brought low with it, and made ** poor " enoughi 
in the money-seuse or a far fitaller one. 

Of these successful skilful workers some two millions, it is now counted, 
ait in Workhouses, Poor-law Prisons, or have **out door relief* flung over 
the waU to them — the workhouse Bastille being filled to bursting, and the 
atrong Poor-Uiw broken asunder by a stronger.* They sit there these manj 
months now ; Aheir hope of deliverance as yet small. In workhouses, plea- 
santly so named, because work cannot be done in them. Twelve hundred 
thousand workers in Englafid alone ; their conning right-hand lamed, lying 
idle in their sorrowful bcMom ; their hop^s, outlooks, share of this fair world, 
shot in by narrow walls. They sit there, pent up, as in a kind of horrid 
enchantment ; glad to be imprisoned and enchanted, that they may not 
perish starved. The picturesque tourist, in a sunny autumn day, throuffh 
this tx>unteous realm ni England, descries the Union Workhouse on his path. 
'* Passing by the Workhouse of St. Ives in Huntingdonshire, on a bright 
day last autumn,'* says the pic^turesqne tourist, '* I saw sitting on wooden 
benches, in front of their Bastille and within their ring-wall and ita railings, 
some half hundred or more of these men. Tall, robust figures, yonng mostly, 
or of middle age ; of honest countenance, many of them ihoughtAjl and even 
intelligent-looking men. They sat there, near by one another ; but in a 
kind of torpor, especiHlly in a silence, which was very striking. In silence : 
for, alas, what word was to be said 1 An Earth all lying round, crying, 
Come and till mo, come and revp me ; yet we here sit enchanted ! In 
the eyes and brows of those men hung the gloomiest expression, not of aneer, 
bat of grief and shame and manifold inarticulate distress and weariness ; they 
returned my glance with a glance that aeemed to say, * Do not look at os. 
We sit enchanted here, we know not why. The Sun ahines and the JSarth 

• The Return of Paopsrt fvr England and Walet, st Ladyday. 1840^ Hr " In-door, m, 
«? } Out-door, MOTvlffil s Tstairi,43B,0e9.» (Oj^IcmiI Bm^mU) 
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calls ; and, by the go^ttning Powers and Impotences of tbitf England, mW 
are forbidden to obey. It is impossible, they tell us !* There was some' 
thing that reminded nie of Danter*8 Hell in the look of all this ; and I rodtf 
swiftly away." 

So many hondied thousand sit in workbooses : and other hundred thon" 
sands have not yet got even workhouses : and in thrifty Scotland itself, in 
GlMgow or Edinburvh City, in their dark lanes, hidden from all but the eye 
of God, and of rare Benevolence the minister of God, there are scenes of 
wb and destitution and desolation, such as, one may hope, the Sun never 
saw before in the most barbarous regions where men dwelt. Competent 
witnesses, the brave and humane Dr Alison, who speaks what he knows, 
whose noble Healing Art in his charitable hands becomes once more a 
truly sacre<l ooe, Teport these things for os : these thhigs are not of this 
year or of laat year, have no reference to our present atate of commercial 
»tagnat)«n, but only to the common state. Not in aharp fever fits, but in 
chrunic gangrene of this kind is Scotland suffering. A Poo^)aw, any and 
every Poor-law, it may be observed, is hnt • temporary measure; an 
anodyne, not a remedy : Rich and Poor, when once the naked facts of 
their condition have come into collision, cannot k>n^ subsist together on a 
mere Poo^lftw. True enongh : and yet human beings cannot be left to 
die ! Scotland loo, till something better come, must have a Poor-law, if 
Scotland is not to be a byword among the nations. Oh, what a waste is 
there ; of noble and thrice-noble rmtional virtoea ; peasant Stoicisms, 
Heroisms ; valiant manful habits, soul of a nation's worth, which all the 
metal of Potosi cannot purchase bnck : to which the netal of Potoai, and aH 
you can buy with »/, is dross and dust ! 

Why dwell on this aspect of the matter ! It is toe indisputable, not 
doubtful now to any one. Descend where yt>u will into the lower classy 
in town or country, by what avenue you will, by Factory Inquiries, Agricul- 
tural Inquiries, by Revenue Returns, by Mining- Lahoiirtr Committees, br 
opening your own eyes and looking, the same sorrowful result discloses itself: 
you have to admit that the working body of this rich English Nation has 
annk, or is fast sinking, into a state to which, all sides of it considered, there 
was literally never any parallel. At Stockport assiaes — and this too has 
no reference to the present state of tiade, being of date prior to that — a 
mother and a father are arraigned and found guilty of poisoning three of their 
children, to defraud a ** burial society *' ef some £3 8s. doe on the death 
of each child : they are arraigned, found guilty ; and the official authorities, 
it is whispered, hint that perhaps the case is not solitary, that perhaps yon 
had better not probe fartbet into that department of things. This is in the 
autumn of 1841 ; the crime itself is of ii» previous year or season. ** Bru- 
tal savages, degraded Irish," mutters the idle reader of newspapers, hardly 
lingering on this incident. Yet it is ah imident worth lingering on ; the 
depraviiy, savagery, and degraded Irishism being never so well admitted. 
Ill the British land a human Mother and Father, %>( white skin, and profess- 
ing the Christian religion, bsd dune this thing ; they, with their Irishism 
and necessity and savsgery, had been driven to do it. Such instaiices are 
like the hij^hest mountain apex emerged into view, under which lies a 
whole mountain region and land not yet emerged. A human Mother and 
Father had said to themselves. What shall we ^o to escitpe stsrvstion ! 
We are deep sunk here in our dark cellar, and help is far. Yes, in the 
Ugolino Hunger-tower stern things happen ; hest-loved little Gaddo fallen 
desd oil his Fathers knees ! The Stockport Mother snd Fsiher think and 
hint Our poor Mttle starvsllini^ Tom, who cries ell day for victuals, who 
will see only evil and not good m this world : if he were oat of misery at 
once ; he well dead, and tl»B rest of ns perhaps kept alive ? It is thought, 
and hinted; at last it is done. And now Ton being killed, and all spent 



wsA etten, is it poor little starvelling Jack that mnst go, or poor littl* 
KarTelling Wilt 1 What an inquiry of ways and means ! 

In starved sieged cities, in the uttermost doomed ruin of old Jerusalea 
fallen under the wrath of God, it was prophesied and said, " The hands of 
the pitiful women have sodden their own children.'* The stem Hebrew 
imagination could conceive no blacker gulf of wretchedness; that was 
the ultimatum of degraded god-punished man. And we here, in modern 
England,' exuberant with supply of all kinds, besieged by nothing if it be 
not by invisible enchantments, are we reaching tlMtf Mow eome these 
things 1 Wkersfore are they, wherefore should they be ? 

Nor -are they of the St. Ives Workhouses, of the Glasgow lanes, and 
Stockport cellars, the only unblessed amoung us. This saccessfnl indus- 
try of England, with its pletbonc wealthy has as f&t mode nobody rich ; it 
is au enchanted wealth, and belongs yet to nobody. We might ask. Which 
of us has it enriched \ We can spend thousands where we once spent 
hundreds ; bat can purchase nothing good with them. In Poor and Uieh, 
instead ef noble thrift and plenty, there is idle lucury alternating with mean 
scarcity and inability. We have sumptuons garnitures for our Life, but 
have forgotten to live in the middle of them. It is an enchanted wealth ; 
no man of us can yet touch it. The class of men who feel that they are 
truly better off by means of it, let them give us their name i 

Many men eat finer cookery, drink dearer liquors — with what advantage 
they can report, and their doctors can : but in the heart 'Of them, if we go 
•nt of the dyspeptic stomach, what increase of ttlessedness is there ? Are 
they better, beautifuller, stronger, braver ! Are they even what they call 
** happier !" Do they Iqok with satisfaction on more things and human 
iices in this GKkI's Earth; do more things and human faces look with 
satisfaction on them 1 Not so. Human faces gloom discordantly, disloy- 
ally on one another. - Things, if it be not mere cotton and iron thingti 
are growing disobedient to man. The Master- worker is enchanted, 
for the present, like his Workhouse Workman ; clamours, in vain hitherto, 
for a very simple sort of ** Liberty :" the liberty ** to buy where he finds it 
eheapest, to sell where he finds it dearest." With guineas jingling in 
every pocket, he was no whit richer ; but now the very guineas threatening 
to vanish, he feels that he is poor indeed. Poor Master-worker ! And 
the Master-unworker, is not he in a still fataller situation 1 Pausing amid 
his game-preserves with swful eye — as he weU may ! Coercing fifty-pound 
tenants ; coercing, bribing, cajoling ; doing what he bkes with his own. 
His mouth full of loud futUities, and arguments to prove the e;ccellence of 
his Corn- law; and in his heart the blackest misgiving, a desperate half- 
eonscioasness that his excellent Corn-law is indefensible, that bis load 
arffoments for it are of a kind to strike men too literally dumiu 

To whom, then, is this wealth of England wealth 1 W^ io ic that it 
blesses ; makes happier, wiser, beautifuller, in any way better 1 Who hae 
gat hold of it, to make it fetch and carry for him like a trtie servant, not 
like a false mock-servant ; to do him any real service whatsoever I As yet 
no one. We have mere riches -than any nation ever had before ; we have 
less good of them than noy nation ever had before. Our successful indus- 
try is hitherto unsuccessful ; a strange success if we stop here ! In th# 
midst of plethoric plenty the people perish ; with gold walls and fall bams 
BO man feels himeelf safe or satisfied. Workers, Master- workers, Ua- 
worksrs, all men come to a pause ; stand fixed, and cannot farther. Fatal 
paralysis spreading inward, from the extremities, in St. Ives Workhouseti 
w Stockport-cellars, through all limbs, as if towacd the heart itself. Hsv« 
we actually got enchanted, then ;• aeonraed by some god I 

Midas longed for gokU and insulted the Olympians. He got gel4 m^ ^hak 
whatsoever he toacbed became goM— and ha, wtih hU \ma^ vKV'w^V^a^ 
tba better for it MidM h«d iiusjiidg§d Um GiA«ftiJiL«nm&4ma»\>Kte» 



H FaOKBE. 

htd insDlted Apollo and the gods : the gods gmye him faia wish, and a pair 
of long ears, which also were a good appendage to it. What a truth in 
these old faUes ! 



CHAPTER n. 

THE SPHINX. 

How tme, for example* iatbat other old fable of the Sphinx, who aat hj the 
way-side, propounding her riddle to the passen^rs, which if they could not 
answer, she destroyed them ! Such a Sphinx is this Life of ours to all men 
and societies of men. Nature, like the Sphinx, is of womanly celestial love- 
liness and tenderness ; the face and bosom of a goddess, but ending in claws 
and the body of a lioness. There is in her a celestial beaoty-— which mesne 
celestial order, pliancy to wisdom ; but there is also a darkness, a ferocity, 
fatality, which are infernal. She is a goddess, but one not yet disimprison- 
ed ; one still half imprisoned — the inarticolatey lovely still incased in the 
inarticulate, chaotic. How true ! And does she not profound her riddles 
to us ! Of each man she asks daily, in mild voice, yet with a terrible sig- 
nificance, ** Knowest thou the meaning of this Day ? What thou canst do 
To-day, wisely attempt to do V* Nature, Universe, Destiny, Existence, 
howsoever we name this grand unnameable Pact in the midst of which we 
Uve and stmggle, is as a heavenly bride and conquest to the wise and brave, 
to them who can desern her behests and do them ; a destroying fiend to 
them who cannot. Answer her riddle, it is well with thee. AnsWer it not, 
psee on regarding it not, it m\\ answer itself; the solution for thee is a 
thing of teeth and claws ; Nature is a dumb lioness, deaf to thy pleadings, 
fiercely devouring. Thou art not now her victorious bridegroom ; thou art 
her mangled victim, scattered on the precipices, as a slave, found treache- 
lOOB, recreant, ought to be and must. 

With nations it is as with individuals : can they read the riddle of Destiny ? 
This English Nation, will it get to know the meaning of Us strange new To- 
day ? Is there sense enough extant, discoverable anywhere or anyhow, in our 
united twenty-seven million heads to discern the same ; valour enough in our 
twenty seven million hearts to dare and do the bidding thereof 1 It will be seen! 

The secret of gold Midas, which he with his long ears never could discover, 
was, that he had offended the Supreme Powers ; that he had parted 
company with the eternal inner Facts of (his Universe, and followed the 
OQter Appearanbes thereof; and so was arrived here. Pronerly it is the se- 
cret of all unhappy men and onhnppy nations. Had they known Nature's 
right truth,. Nature's right truth would have made them free. They have 
become enchanted ; stagger spell-hound, reeling on the brink of huge peril, 
because thoy weie not wise enough. They have forgotten the right Inner 
Tme, and taken op with the Outer Sham-true. They answer the Sphinx's 
question verong. Foolish men cannot answer it aright ! Foolish men mie- 
teke transitory semblsnce for eternal fiact, and go astray more and more. 

Foolish men imagine thsl, because jodgnrtent for an evil thing is delayed, 
there is no justice, bat an accidenul one here below. Judgment for an evil 
thing is many timea delayed some day or two, some century or two, but it 
is sure as life, it is sure as death ! In the centre of the world-whirlwind, 
verily now as in the oldest days, dwells and speaks a God. The great soul 
of the world h»ju9t. Oh, brother, can it be needful now, at this Ute epoch 
of experience, after eighteen centuries of Christian preaching for one thmg, 
to remir»d thee of such a fact ; which all manner of Mahometans, old 
Pagan Romans, Jews, Scythians and heathen Oreeka, and, indeed, more or 
less all men that Ghxi mads, have managed at one time to see into ; nay, 
which thou ihyaelf, till ** redupe " strangled ths hmsr life of thes, hadst ones 
^ome iokliag of. That thvniM iQatke hmt VmAovi v md veutt boKtom* 
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tluKt there is nothing ebe bat justice ! Forget that, thou htst forgotten ell. 
Success will never nore attend thee : how can it now ? Thou hast tl^ 
whole Universe against thee. Ne more success : mere sham-success, for m 
^ day and days ; rising ever higher — toward its Tarpeian Rock. Alas, how, 
in thy soft-hung Loneacre vehicle, of polished leather to the bodily eye of 
redtape philosophy oi expediencies, clab-xoom moralities. Parliamentary 
majorities to the mind*s eye, thou beautifully roUest : but knowest thoa 
witherward 1 It is toward the road*s end. Old uae-and-went ; establish- 
ed methods, habitudes, once true and wise ; man*s noblest tendency, bis per- 
severance, and man*8 ignohlest, his inertia ; whatsoever of noble and igno- 
ble Conservatism there is in men and nations, stongest always in the strong- 
est men and nations : all this is as a road to thee, paved smooth through the 
Abyss — till all this end. Till men*s bitter necessities can endure thee no 
more. TiU nature's patience with thee is done ; and there is no road or 
footinff any farther, and the abyss yawns sheer ! 

Parliament and the Courts of Westminster are venerable to me ; how 
venerable 4 gray with a thousand years of honourable age ! For a thousand 
years and. more. Wisdom and faithful Valoinr, struggling amid much VoWj 
and greedy Baseness, not without most sad distortion in the struggle, have 
built them up ; end they are as we see. For a thousand years ^is Eng- 
lish Nation has found ihem useful or supportable ; they have served this Eng- 
lish Nation's want ; been a road to it through the abyss of Time. They are 
venerable, they are great and strong. And yet it is good to remember 
always that they are not the venerablest, nor the greatest, nor the strongest ! 
Acts of Parliament are venerable ; but if they correspond not with the wri- 
ting on the ** Adamant Tablet,** what are they 1 Properly their one element 
of venerableness, of strength or greatness, is, that they at all times correspond 
therewith as near as by human possibility they can. They are cherishing 
destruction in their bosom every hour that they continue otherwise. 

Alas, how many causes that can plead well for themselves in the Courts 
of Westminister ; and yet in the general Court of the Universe, and free 
Soul of Man, have no word to utter ! Honourable Gentlemen may find this 
worthy considering, in times like ours And truly, the din of triumphant 
Law-logic, and all shaking of horse-hair wigs and learned -sergeant 
ffowns, having comfortably ended, we shall do well to ask ourselves withal, 
What says tlMt high and highest Court to the verdict 1 For it is the Court 
of Courts, that same; where the universal soul of Fact'and very Truth 
sits President ; and thitherward, more and more swiftly, with a really ter- 
rible increase of swiftness, ail causes do in these days crowd for revisal, 
for confirmation, for modification, ior reversal wiihcos^s Dost thou know 
that Court; hast thou had any Law- practice- there 1 What, didst thoa 
never enter ; never file any petition of redress, reclaimer, disclaimer, or demur- 
rer, written as in thy heart's blood for thy own behoof or another's ; and 
silently await the issue 1 Thou knowest not such, a Court? Hast merely 
heard of it by faint tradition, as a thing that was or bad been ? Of thee, I 
think, we shall get little benefits 

For the gowns of learned- sergeants. are good ; parchment records, fixed 
forms, and poor terrestrial Justice, with or without horse-hMir, what, sane 
man will not reverence these 1 And yet behold the man is not sane, bat 
insane, who considers these alone as venersble. Oceans, of hor«e-hair, 
continents of parchment, and learned- sergeant eloquenco, were it continued 
till the learned tongue wore iuelf small in the indefatigable learned 
mouth, cannot make anjustjust. The grand question still remains. Was 
the judgment just ^ If unjust, it will not and cannot get harbour for itself, 
or continue to have footing in this Universe, which wss made by other 
than One UnjusL Enforce it by never such sututing, three readings, royal 
affsenu ; blow it to the four winds with all manner of quilted trumpetect.^ 
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of impetof, there of the deadest-looking atillneu and paralysis ; times- de- 
finable as showing two qaalities. Dilettantism and MamoMMiism ; most intri- 
cate obstructed times ! Kay, if there were not a HeaTenVradiance of Justice, 
prophetic, clearly of Hearen, discernible behind all these confused world- 
wiue entanglements, of Landlord interests, Manufacioring interests, Tory- 
Whig interests, and who knows what other interests, eipediencies, vestal 
interests, established possessions, inveterate Dilettantisms, Midas-eared 
Mammonisms — it would seem to every one a flat impossibility, which all 
wise men might as well at once abandon. If you do not know eternal Jus- 
tice from momentary Expediency, and understand in your heart of hearts 
how Justice, radiant, beneficient, as the all-victorious Light-element, is also 
in escence, if need be, an all- victorious Fire element, and melts all manner 
of vested interests, and the hardest iron cannon, as if they were soft wax, 
and does ever in the long-run rule and reign, and allows nothing else to rule 
and reign — you also would talk of impossibility ! But it is only difficult, it 
is not impossible. Possible 1 h is, with whatsoever difficulty, very clear- 
ly inevitflble. 

Fair day*s wages for fair day's work ! exclaims a sarcastic naan : alas, ia 
vrhat corner of this Planet, since Adam first awoke on it, was that ever 
realized 1 The day's wages of John Milton's day's work, named Paradite 
Lost and MiUotCs WorkM^ were Ten Pounds paid by instalments, and a 
rather close escape from death on the gallows. Consider that : it ia no 
rhetorical flourish ; it is an authentic, altogether quiet fact— emblematic, 
quietly documentary of a whole world of auch, ever since hnman biatory be- 
gan. Oliver Cromwell quitted his farming ; undertook a Hercules' Labour 
and lifelong wrestle with that Lemean Hydra-coil, wide aa England, hissing 
heaven>high throagh ita thousand crowned, coroneted, shovel-hatted quack- 
heads ; and he did wrestle with it the truest and terriblest wrestle I have 
heard of; and he wreatled it, and mowed and cut it down a good many 
stagea, so that its hiaaing is ever since pitiful in comparison, and one can walk 
abroad in comparative peace from it; and his wsges, as I understand, 
were burial under the gallows-tree near Tyburn Turnpike, with his head 
•n the gable of Westmmister Hall, and two centuries now of mixed curs- 
ing and ridicule from all manner of men. His dust lies under the Edgewaro 
Road, near Tyburn Turnpike, at this hour ; and his memory is — Nay, what 
matter what his memory is 1 His memory, at bottom, is, or yet shall be as that 
of a god : a terror and horror to alt quacks and cowards and insincere per- 
sons ; an everlasting encouragement, new memento, battle- word, and pledge 
of victory to all the hrave. It is the natural course and history of the God- 
like, in Avery place, in every time. What god ever carried it with the Ten- 
pound Franchisers ; in open Vestry, or with any Sa nhedrim of considera- 
ble standing 1 When was a god found ** sgreabie'' to everybody ! The 
regular way is to hang, kill, crucify your gods, and execrate and trample 
them under your stupid hoofs for a century or two ; till you discover that they 
are gods — and then take to braying over them, still in a very long-eared man- 
ner 1 So speaks the sarcastic man ; in his wild way, very mournful truths. 

Day's wagea for day's work 1 continues he : The Progress of Humaa 
Society consists even in this same. The better and better apportioning 
of wages to work. Give me this, you have given me all. Pay to every 
man accurately what he has worked for, what he has earned and done and 
deserved — to this man broad lands and honours, to thst man high gibbets 
and treadmills : what more have I to ask I Heaven's Kingdom, which 
we daily pray for, km come ; God'a will is done on Earth even as it is ia 
Heaven ! This is the radiance of celestial Justice ; in the light or in the 
fire of which all impediments, vested interests, and iron cannon m more 
and more melting like wax, and disappearinff from the pathwaya of men. 
A Uuag ever struggUag forward ; inepresaibb, advancing inevitable ; per* 
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ftfetitig itself, all days, more and more— net er to be perfect till that general 
Doomsday, the ultimate Consommation, and last of earthly Days. 

TreOf SB M ** perfeetion " and so forth, answer we ; trae enough ! And 
yet wifhal, we have to remark, that imperfect Homan Society holds itself 
together, and fitids place onder the 8un,-ift virtue simply of some apprtau 
maticn to perfection being actually made and put in practice. We remark 
farther that there are supportable spproximations, and then likewise insop* 
portable. With some, almost with any, supportable approximation, men 
are apt, perhaps too apt, to rest indolently patient, and say. It will do. 
Thus these poor Manchester manual workers mean only, by day's wages for 
day*s work, certain, coins of money adequate to keep them living ; in 
return for their work, such modicum of food, clothes, and fuel as will enable 
them to contmue their work itself! They as yet clamour for no more; 
the rest, still inarticulate, cannot yet shape itself into a demand at all, and 
only lies in them as a dumb wish ; perhaps only, still more inarticulate, as a 
dumb, altoffetber unconscious want. This is the supportable approximation 
they would rest patient with. That by their work they might be kept alive 
to work more ! This once grown unattainable, I think your approximation 
may consider itself to have reached the tnsupportable stage ; and may pre- 
pare, with whstever difficulty, reluctance, and astonishment, for one of two 
things, for changing or perishing ! With the millions no lonffer able to 
live, bow can the units keep living ? It is too clear the nation itself is on 
the way to suicidal death. 

Shall we say, then. The world has retrograded in it* talent of apportion- 
ing wagv^s to work in late days 1 The world had always a talent of that 
sort better or worse. Time wss when the mere Aomf-worker needed not 
announce his claim to the world by Manchester Insnrrections ! The world, i 
with its Wealth of Nations, Supply-and-demaod, and such-jike, has, of late I 
days, been terribly inattentive to that question of work and wages. We/ 
will not' say the poor world has retrogriided even here : we will say rather, 
the world has been rushing on with such fiery animation to get work, and 
ever more work, done, it has had no time to think of dividing the wages ; 
and has merely left them to be scrsmhled for by the Jaw of the Stronger, 
law of Supply -aiid-demand, law of Laissez-faire, and other idle Laws 
and Un-laws — saying, in its dire haste to get the work dune. That is 
well enough! 

And now the world will have to pause a little, and take up that other 
side df the problem, and in tiglit earnest strive for some solution of that. 
For it has become pressing. What is the use of your spun shirts 1 They 
hang there by the million unsaleable ; and here, by the million, are diligent 
"bare backs that can get no hold of them. Shirta are useful for covering 
homan backs ; useless otherwise, sn unbearable mockery otherwise. Ton 
liave fallen terribly behind with that side of the problem ! Msnchester 
Insurrections, French Revolutions, and thoossndfold phenomena great and 
small, announce loudly that you must bring it forward a little again. Never 
till now, in the history of an Earth which to thia hour nowhere refuses to 
^row corn if you will plough it, to yield shirts if you will spin and weave 
in it, did the mere manual two-handed worker (however it might fare with 
other workers) cry in Vain for such ** wages '* as he means by ** fair wages," 
namely, food and warmth ! The Godlike could not and cannot be paid ; 
hot the Earthly always could. Gnrth, a mere swineherd, bom thrall of 
Cedrie the Saxon, tended pigs in the wood, and did get some paringa of 
the pork. Why, the four-foored worker has always g^ all that his two- 
handed one is cisttioiiring for ! How often must I remind you ? There is 
not a hetrse in England, able and willing to work, hot hmt due food and 
|od|png; and goes about sleek -coated, satisfied in heart. And yoa saj, h 
]• unposaiUe. Brothers, I answer, if for yoa it be intyoaa i bU^ «ba^ >ak \ft 




IB good time, atul then go on in llioir old < 
(II miseiiea and laiitiueh I Unluckily wo h»ve none 
Heavens lliemaslvea. in iheir cicb pliB[mBCO|iaiiB, contain noi 
There will no >' Ihing" be duae thai wiU cure you. Thore will i 
il alteration of your regimen and way of lite lake plec' 
will a moil nuaiiiiing ditoice between you and ^tonr chimeiAB, luxun 

Nature, and her veracitie*, and her imegritea, lake gitace : that ai 
founlnina al life may again begin, lihe eternal Lighi^luuntsiiw, li 
and purify your btogied.awDlien, foul exialenoe. drawing nigh, ai i 
to nauieleaa death ', Either death or elee all t)iii will take fdac 
if, with such iliagno»n,any Morriaon'a Pill !« like to be discoterahle ! 

Bui the l.ifc-fuun'ain within you ones again an flowing, what innumxraD 
"thinga," whole (elaaitd clatsea and continenta of '■ things." year after yei 
•nd decide after decnde, and century after nentury, will then be doable U 
done '. Nat EmigrBlinn, EducBiion, Curnlaw Abiogation, Stmiiary lUfH 

<M l6esr. Good Heavens, lliere will then be light in the iDner 

^-tiate.' iMo, T Vmrirji ffhft' ii iiwtjjwW. >n '.t '-' 
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m hwom of tb« palptbty unjust will then abridge itself within limiU. Vaia 
jargon, on Huatinn, in Parliamenta, or whenever else, when here siiH there 
a man has Triaion rorthe eaaential God*a-Tmth of the things jareoned of, wiH 
become very ^ain indeed. The silence of here and there such a man, how 
rioqoent in answer to aoch jargon ! Such jargon, frightened at its own 
gaunt echo, will nnspeaksbljr abate ; nay, for a while, may aimotft in a man- 
ner disappear-— the wise answering it in silence, and even the simple uking 
one from them to boot it down wherever heard. It will be a blessed time ^ 
and many ** things ** will become doable — and, when the braina are out, an 
abeordity will diet Not easily again shall a Com- law argue ten years f<A 
itself ; and still talk and argue, when impartial persons have to say, with ft 
sigh, that, for so long back, they have heard no ** argument *' advanced 
for it but such as might make the angels, and almost the very jackasses, 
weep ! 

Wholly a bleaaed time : when jargon might abate, and here and there 
some gennine speech begin. When to the noble opened heart, an to suck 
heart they alone do, i^l noble things began to grow visible ; and the differ- 
ence between just and unjust, between true and false, between work and 
sham-work, between apceeh and jargon, was once more what to onr happier 
Fathers it need to be, tn^nf/s— as fcwtween a Heavenly thing and an lufer- 
nal : the mie a thing which you were not to do, which you were wise not 
to attempt doing ; which it were better for you to have a millstone tied 
round your neck, and be caat into the sea, than concern yourself with doingl 
Brothers, it will not be a Morrison's Pill or remedial measure that will 
bring all this about for us. 

And yet, very literally, till, ra some shape or the other, it be brought 
about, we remain cureless ; till it begin to be brought about, the cure does 
not begin. For Nature and Fact, not Redtape and Semblance, are to this 
hour the basis of man's life ; and on those, through never auch strata of 
these, man and his life and all his interests do, sooner or later, infallibly come 
to rest->«nd to be supported or be awalfowed according aa they agree with 
those. The question is aaked of them, not How do you agree with Down- 
ing-street and accredited Semblance 1 but How do you agree with God's 
Univerae and the sctual Reality of thinga 1 This Universe fuu its Laws* 
If ¥re waflT according to the fiaw, the Law-maker will befriend us ; if not, 
not. Alas, by no R>form-bill, Ballot-box, Five- point Charter, by no boxes- 
or bills or charters, can yon perform this alchemy : ** Given a world of Knaves 
to produce an Honesty from their united action !" It is a distillation, once 
for all, not possible. You paas it through alembic after alSmbic, it comes 
out still a Dishonesty, with a new dress on it, a new cflour to it. Whdo 
we oorMilvea continued valets, how can any hero come to govern us 1 Wo 
are governed, very infallibly, by the *' sham-hero," whose name is Qeack> 
whose work and governsnce is Plausibility, and also is Falsity and Fatuity ; 
to which Nature saya, and must say when it comes to Aer to speak, eternally 
No ! Nationa cease to be befriended of the Law-maker, when they walk 
not according to the Law. The Sphinz-qneation remains unsolved by them, 
becomes ever more insoluble. 

If thou ask again, therefore, on the MorrisonVPill hypothesis. What is to 
be done t allow me to reply : By thee, for the present, almost nothing. 
Thou there, the thing for thee to do is, if possible, to cease to be a hollow 
sound ing-shsll of hearsays, <*goisms, purblind dilettantisms ; and become, 
wore it on the infinitely small scale, a faithful discerning soul. Thou shak 
descend into, thy inner man, and see if there be any traces of a soul there ; 
till then there can be nothing done ! Oh, brother, we muat, if possible, re« 
sQsoitate some soul and conscience in us, exchange our dilettantisma for 
oinrortties, our dead hasru of stone for living hearts of flesh. Then shall 
w diseem, not oae iking, bnl, in clearer or dioMBei i»^^sw iwft ^% ^"^k^ <8m^ 
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lesfl host of things that em be done. Do the first v( these ; d<7 ft ; tlf# 
second* will aheady have become clearer, doabler ; the second, third, and 
three* ihousandth will then have begwi to be possible for as. Not any oni- 
Tersal MorrisoB^s Pill shall we then, either as swallowers or as venders, ask 
after at aU ; 'but a far different sort of remedies : C^oacks shall namore haiv9 
dofuinion over us, bat true Heroes and Healers ! 

Will not that be a thing worthy of ** doing ;'* to deliver ourselves frono 
eoacks^ sham- heroes ; to deliver the wh<rie world more and more from snch 1 
They are the one bane of the world. Once clear the world of them, it ceases 
10 be a Devirs-worjd, in all fibres of it wretched* aceorsed ; imd begins to be 
a God's-worid, blessed, and working hourly toward blessedness. Thou for 
one will not again vote for any quack, do horraur to any edge-^Ht vacuity in 
iBan*s shape : cant shall be known to thee by the sound of H ; thou wtli 
fly from cnnt with a shudder never felt before ; as from the open litany of 
Sorcerers' Shbbatbs, the true Devil-worship of this age, more horrible than 
any other blasphemy, prophaniiy, or genuine blackguardism elsewhere aud^ 
ble among luen It is slanfking to witness — to its present completed state I 
And Quack and Dupe, as we must ever keep in mind, are upper-side and on- 
der of the self-same substance ; convertible personages ; turn op year dope in- 
to the proper fostering element, and he himself can becosK a quack ; there is 
in him the doe piurient insincerity, open voracity for profit, and doaed aense 
for iroih, whereof quacks too, in all- their kinds, are made. 

Alas, it is not to the hero, it is to the sham-hero thBt,of rightaad necessity, 
the vHlet- world belongs. ** What is to be done T" The reader sees whether 
it is like to be the seeking and swallowing of some ** remedial measnroi'* 
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JkRlSTOCRACT OF TAI^WT. 

Wrsn an individual is miserable, what does it most of all behoove hinr (• 
do 1 To complain of this man or of that, of this thing or of that 1 To fili the 
world and the street with lamentation, objogation t Not so at sN ; the re* 
verse of so. AH moralisis sdviRe him not to complain of any pefson or of 
anything, but of himself only. He is to know of a troth that being miaera- 
ble he has been unwise, be. Had he faithfully followed Nature tmd her 
Laws, Nature, ever true to her Laws, would have vieMed hierease fmit 
and felicity to him : but he has followed other tlMn'Nature*s Laws ; an^ 
DOW Nature, her patience with him being ended, leaves him desolate ; an- 
swers with very en^yhatic signifieaoce to him. No. Not by this road, my 
son ; by another road shalt thou attain well-bein^ ; thia, thoa perceivest, ie 
tl^ road to ill-being ; quit this ! do do aH moralists advise : that the man 
penitently say to himself first of all. Behold I was not wiae enooffh ; I 
quitted the laws of Fact, which are also railed the Laws of God, and mis- 
took them for the laws of Sham and Semblance, which are caHed the Dik 
▼irs IjSws ; therefore am I here ! 

Neither with nations that become miserable is it fnndanMntaHy etherwiso. 
The ancient guides of Nations, Prophets, Priests, or whatever their name, 
were well aware of this ; and, down to a late epoch, impressively taught and 
inculcated it The modern ffuides of nntiona, who also go onder a great 
variety of names. Journalists, Political Economists, Pi^iticiana, Pamphleteers, 
have entirely forgotten this, and are read v to deny this. But it, neverthelesov 
remains etemslly undenisble : nor is there any doubt hot we shaH all bo 
taught it yet, and made again to confeas it : we shall all be striped and 
scourged till we do learn it ; and shall at last either get to know it, or bo 
striped to death in the process. For it is andeniahle ! When a nation io 
anbappy, tb0 old Piopbei was right, and not wrong, in saying to it : Yo kaf« 
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Ibt^CteftGod, ye here qaitted the ways of God, or ye would not have been 
unhiippy. it is not according to the laws of Fact that ye have tived and 
iruidea foerselves, bet accoraing to the iaws of Delusion* Imposture, and 
wilful and onwHfol Misiake of Fact ; behold, therefore, the Unveracity is won 
out ; Natfire's long-suffering with you is exhausted ; anjl ye are here ! 

Surely there is nothing very inconceivable in this, even to the Journalist, 
lo Ihe Political Economist, Modem Pamphleteer, or any two-le^ pred animal 
tfithoot feathers ! If a country finds itself wretched, sure enough that 
country has been muguided 7 it is with the wretched Twenty-seven Mil- 
lions fallen wretched, as with the Unit (alien wretched t they, as he, hava 
quitted the course pi escribed by Nature and the Supreme Powers, and so 
mre fallen into scarcity, disaster, infelicity ; ftnd, pausmg to consider them- 
selves, have fD lament and say, Alas, we were not wise enough ! We took 
transient soperftcial Semblance for ererlasting central Substance ; we have 
departed far away from the LawB of this Universe, and b«hold now lawless 
CHiaos and inane Chimera is ready to devour us ! " Nature in late centu- 
ries," says Sauerteig, ^ was universally supposed to be dead ; an old ei^ht*. 
day clock, made many thousand years age, and still ticking, bet dead as 
brass ; which the Maker, at most, sat looking at, in a distant, singular, 
and, indeed, incredible manner : but now I am happy to observe she is every- 
where asserting herself to be not dead and brasr at all, but alrve and mi- 
raeukMia, celestial- infernal, with an emphasis that will again penetrate the 
tMckest bead of this Pl«iiet by and by '." 

Indisputable enough to «H mortals now, the guidance of this country has 
not t>eeB sufficiently wise : men too foolish have been set to the guiding 
and governing of it, and have guided it hither ; we must find wiser- 
wiser, or else We perish i To this length ef insight all England has now 
advanced ; but as yet no farther. All England stands wringing its hands, 
asking itself, nigh desperate. What farther? Reform-bill proves to be a 
failure ; Benthamee Kadicaliam, the gospel of '* Enlightened Selfishness," 
dies out, or dwindles into Five-points Chartism, amid the tears and hootings 
of mea : what next are we to hope or try 1 Five-point Charter, Free- 
trade ; Church- extension, Slidmg-scafe ; what, in Heaven*a name, are we 
nezi to attempt, that wo sink not in inane Chimera, and be devoured of 
Chaos 1 The «ase is pressing, and one of the most complicated in the 
world. A God*s-message never came Co thicker-skinned people ; never 
had a GodVmesssge to pierce through thicker integuments, into heavier 
ears. It is Fact, speaking ence more, in miraculous thunder voice, from 
oal of the centre ot the world ; how unknown its language to the deaf 
and foolish many ; how distinct, undeniable, terrible, and yet beneficent, to 
the hearing few : Behold, ye shall grbw wiser, or ye shall die ! Truer to 
Nature*s Fact, or inane Chimera will swallow you ; in whirlwinds of fire, 
you and youi Mammonisms, Dilettantisms, your Midas-eared philosophies, 
doubled-barrelled Aristocracies, shaU disappear ^ Such is the God's-mes- 
sage to fltf, once more, in these modern days. 

We most have more Wisdom to govern us, we most be governed by the 
Wisest, wo must have an Ariatocracy of Talent ! -cry many. True, most 
true ; but how to get it 1 The following extract from our young friend of 
the HtmndtiUeh Indif^tkn' ia worth perusing : ** At this time," says he, 
** while there is a -enr everywhere, articulate or inarticulate, for an * Aristo- 
eracy of Talent,* a Governing Class^ namely, which did govern, not merely 
which took the wages of governing, and coukl not, with all our induatry, bo 
kept from roisgoeoraing, eoro*lawing, and playing the very deuce with us 
«— It may not bo altogether useless to remind some of the greeaer-boadod 
sort what a drosdfally difficult affair the getting of such an Aristocimey is ! 
Do you OKpset, my fnsnds, that yoar indispenaable Arietoeiaey of Taleal 
ia 10 bo aiiUstad straightway, by som# sort of mciukiMiav i&mriMn^^ 
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•Qtof the general popuhtion ; arraoged in tupreme regimental ovder ; and 
•et to role over us 1 That it will be got sifted, like wheat oat of cha£^ 
from the Twenty-seven Million British subjecu ; that any Ballot-box, Ra- 
form^bill, or other Political Machine, with force of Public Opinion never ae 
active on it, is likely to perform said process of sifting 7 Would to Heaven 
that we had a sieve ; that we could so much as fancy any kind of sieve, 
wind-fanners, or ne-plus-ultra of OMchineiy, devisable by man, that would 
doit ! 

**^Done nevertheless, sure enough it most be ; it shall and will be. ^We 
«ra Kushiog swiftly on the road to destruction ; every hour bringing us nearer, 
nntil it be, in some measure, done. The dcring of it is not dk>ubtfol ; only 
the method and the costs ? Nay, I will even mention to you an infallibU 
aifting-process whereby he that has ability will be sifted out to rule among 
ne, and that same blessed Aristocracy of Talent be verily, in an approximate 
degree, voochsafed us by and by : an infallible sifting>precese ; to which, 
however, no soul can help his neighbour, but each must, with devout prayer 
to Heaven, endeavour to help himself. It is. Oh friends, that all of us, that 
many of us, should acquire the true eye for talent, which is dreadfully, want- 
ing at present ! The true eye for talent presupposes the true reveroaco 
for it — Oh Heavens, presupposes so many thiugs ! 

** For example, you Bobus Hiffprjna. Sau M gi^pia^ ^r on the giaa t f^^f^ 
who are raising such a clamour for this }\nrtocracy of Talent, what ia H 
t)iat you do, in that big heart of yours, chiefly, in very fact, pay reverence tol 
li it t» talent,, intrinsic manly worth of any kind, you unfortunate Bobns ? 
The n^nliest man that you saw going in a raggeid coat, did you ever revo* 
rence him ; did you so much know that he was a manly man at all, till hia 
eoat grew better 1 Talent ! I understand you to be able to worehip the 
fame of talent, the power, cash, celebrity, or other success of talent ; hot 
the talent itself ie a thing you never saw with eyes. Nay, what ia it io 
yourself that you are proudest of, that you take most pleaaure ia aurveying 
■leditaiivety in thoughtful' moments T Speak now, is it the bare Boboa 
atripped of his very name and shirt, and turned loose upon society, that yoa 
admire and thank Heaven for ; or Bobus with his cash-accounta and lardere 
droppiuff fatness, with his respectabilities, warm garnitures, and pony-chaiaO| 
admirable in some measure to certain of the flunkey species 1 Your own 
degree of worth and talept, is it of tnfimte value to yoo ; or only of finite 
— -meaaurable by the degree of currency, and conquest of praise or pudding* 
it has brought you to ? Bobus, you are in a vicious circle, rounder than 
one of your own sausages ; and will never vote for, or promote, aay talent, 
except what talent or sham-talent haa already ^ itself voted for !** W* 
heie cot short the hulicaiar : all readers perceiving whither he now tenda. 

** More Wisdom" indeed : but where to find more Wisdom ? We haxo 
already a Collective Wisdom, after its kind — though ** class-legislauoB,^ 
and another thing or two, afiect it somewhat ! On the whole, aa they aay,. 
Like people like priest ; so we may say, Like people like king. The man 
geta himself appointed and elected who is ablest — to be appointed and 
.elected. What can the incorruptiblest Bobuus elect, if it bo not soma 
BoH»»imuM, ahould they find such ! 

Or, again, perhaps there is not, in the whole nation, Wisdoia aaoogh„ 
'* collect*' it as we may, to make an adequate Collective ! That too ia a 
eaae which may befal : a ruined man staggers down to ruin, bacaata thaiw 
was not wisdom enough ic him ; so, clearly also, may Twenty-seven MilliMi 
collective men !• But, indeed, one of the ihfaUibleat froiU of Unwiadam ia 
a nation ia, that it cannot get the use of what Wiadoon ia actoaUy in it : 
that it ia nqt governed by the wisest it haa, who alone have a diviae right 
U>gortTn in all nations ; but by the sham-wiaeat, or even by tba oprnly 
«o^«p-fPwa ir the/ aia handiati. athflcwiaa I Xhia « the iafUUibai mob 
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of UBwiadom ; and also the balefullest, immeunrableBt — not to- muck 
what w« can call a poiM>n-/nM/, as a univertal death-disease, and poisoning 
of the whole tree. For herjBbjr are fostered, fed into gi^ntic balk, all man- 
ner of Unwisdoms, poison-fruits < till, as we say, the life-tree everywhere 
is made a U|MS tree^ deadly Unwisdom dvershadowinff all things ; and thero 
i» done what lies in human skill to strifle aH Wisoom every whei'e in tho 
birth, to smite our poor world barren of Wisdom — and make your utmost 
CSollective Wisdom, were it collected and elected by Rhadamanthos, iEacus, 
ond Minos, not to apekk of drunken Tenpound franchisers with their ballot- 
boxes, an inadequate Collective I The Wisdom is not now there : how 
will you ** collect" it 1 As well wash Thames mud tyr improved methods, 
to find more gold ia it. 

Truly, the first condition is indispensable. That Wisdom be there : bal 
the second is like unto it, is properly one with it : these two conditions act 
and react through every fibre of them, and go inseparably together. If yon 
have much Wisdom in your nation, you wUl get it faithfully Collected ; for 
the wise love Wisdom, and will search for it as for life and salvation. If 
yon have little Wisdom, yoa will get even that Httle ill-coUected, trampled 
ander foot, reduced as near as possible to annihilation ; for fools do not 
love Wisdom ; they are foolish, first of all, because they have never loved 
Wisdom — but haxe loved their own appetites, ambitions, their coroneted 
coaches, tarjkards of hesvy-wet I'hus is your candle lijgbted at both ends, 
and the progress toward consummation is swift. Thus is fulfilled that say- 
ing in the 6oapel : To4iim.thAt h&th shall be given ; and from him that hath 
not shall be tak^n away even that which he hath. Very literally, in a very 
£it»l manner, that saying is here fulfilled. 

Our ** Aristocracy of Talent ** seems at a considerable distance yet ; 
does it not. Oh Bobus t 



CHAPTER VI. 

HBBO-WOBSHIP. 

To the present Editor, not less than to Bobus, a'GoTemment of the 
Wisest, what Bobus calls an Aristocracy of Talent, seems the one healing 
remedy : but he is not so sanguine as Bobus with respect to the means m 
realizing it. He thinks that we have at once missed realizing it, and 
come to need it so pressingly, by departing far from the inner eternal Laws 
and taking up with the temporary outer semblances of Laws. He thinks 
^t '* enhghtened Egpism*" never so luminous, is not the rule by which 
insn*s life can be led. That ** Laissez faire," ** Supply-and- demand,** ** Cash- 

Kyment for the sole nexus,** and so forth, were not, are not, and will never 
, a practicable Law of IJnIon for a Society of Men. That Poor and 
Rich, that Governed and Governing, cannot long live together on any such 
Law of Union. Alas, he thinks that man has a soul in nim, Afft'rentfrom 
the stomach in any sense of this word ; that if said'sou^be asphyxied, and 
lie quietly forgotten, the man and his afr<iirs are in a bvl way. He thinks 
that said soul will have to be resuscitated from its asphyxia ; that, if it prove 
irresuscitable, the man is not long fur this world. Ih brief, that Mtdas- 
eared Mammonism, double-barrelled Difedantism, and their thousand ad- 
j|incts and corollaries, are not the L^^ by which God Almighty has 
appointed this, his Universe, to go. That, once for all, these are not tho 
Law : and then farther, that we shall* have to return to what is the I«rw—- 
not by smooth flowery paths, it ia like, and with ** tremendous cheers '^ in 
our throat ; but over s^eep untrodden places, through storm-clad . cbasmt, 
waate oceans, vxd th^ bofom of tornadoes ; thank Heaven if ni^t throoglu^ 



Tery Chaos and the Abyn !' The resascUatihg of a sodI that baa gona t^^ 
asphyxia is no momentary or pleasant process, but a long and terrible one. 

To the present Editor, ** Hero-worship,** as he has elsewhere named it, 
means much more than an elected Parliament, or stnted Aristoeraey, of th« 
Wisest ; for, in his dialect, it is the sammary, oltimate essence, and an* 
preme practical perfection of all manner of ** worship,** and tme worahipa 
and noblenesses whatsoever. Such blessed Parliament and, were it once id 
perfection, blessed Aristocracy of the Wisest, god-honoured and man-hononr- 
ed, he does look for more and more perfected-^as the topmost bleseed 
practical apei of a whole world reformed from sham-worship, informed anew 
with worship, with truth, and blessedness ! He thinks that Hero-worship». 
done differently in every different epoch ot the world, is the soul of all so- 
cial business among men ; that the doing of it well, or the doing of it ill^ 
measures. accurately wbai degree of well-being or of ill-being there ia-in the 
world-s affairs. He thinks that we, on the whole, do our Hero-worship worae- 
than any nation in this world ever did it before : that the Boms an Ezeise-^ 
man, the Byron a Literary Lion, are intrinsically, all tbinga considered, a 
baser and falser *pheriomenon than the Odin a God, the Mahomet a Prophet 
of God. It is this Editor's clear opinion, accordingly, that we most learn, 
to do our Hero-worship better ; that to do it better and better, means the 
awakening of the nstion*s soul from its asphyxia, and the return of bleesad- 
life to us — Heaven*s blessed life, not Mammon's galvanie accursed one. 
To resuscitate the Asphyzied, apparently now moribund, and in the laat 
agony if not resuscitated : such aud no other seems the consammation. 

** Hero-worship,** if you will — yes, friends ; but, first of all, by being onr^ 
aelves of heroic mind. A whole world of Harocs « a world not of Flunkeya^ 
Inrhere no Hero-King ean reign : that is what we aim at ! We, for our 
ahare,.will put away all Flunkey ism. Baseness, Unveracity from us ; we shall 
then hope to have Noblenesses and Veracities set over us ; never till than. 
Let Bobuaand Company sneer, *^ That is your Reform !*' Yes, Bobus, that 
is our Reform ; and, except in Ihat, and what will follow out of that, 
we have no hope at alt. Reform, like Charity, Oh Bobaa, must b«>gin at 
home Once well at home, how will it tsdiate outward, irrepressible, into- 
all that we touch and handle, speak and work ; kindlinff evcer new light, by 
incalculable contagion, apreading in geometric ratio, far and wide — doing, 
good only, wheresoever it spreads, and not evil. 

By Reform-bills, Anti- Corn-Jaw Bills, and thouaand other bills and 
methods, we will demand of our Governors, with emphasis, and for the firat 
time not without effect, that they cease to be quacks, or else depart ; 
that they set noquackeries and blockheadisma anywhere to rule over ua, 
thai they utter or act no cant to us — that it will be better if they do not. 
For we shall now know quacks when we see them ; cant, when we hear it, shall- 
be horrible lo ns ! We will say with the poor Frenchman at the Bar of the- 
Convention, though in a wiser atyle than he, and ** for the spaoe,** not '* of aa 
hour,*' but of a life-time : ** Ji demande Parrestation de* coqvim et des Idek^ 
««.*' " Arresment of the knaves and dastarda :** ah, we know what a work 
that is ; how long it will be before ihey are all or mostly got ** arreated :'* 
bat here isone ; arreat him, in God*8 name ; it is one fewer ! We will^, 
in all practicable ways, by word and ailence, by act and refusal to act, en- 
argeiically demand that arrestment — ** Je demande celte arrtatatum /«,** — 
and by degrees infallibly attain it. Infallibly : for light spreads ; all human 
•oula. never so bedarkened,. love light ; light once kindled apreads, till all 
ia luminoua ; till the cry. ** Arrest your knaves and dastards,** rises impe- 
rative from* millions of hearu, and rings and reigns from sea to aea. Nay, 
bow many of them may we not "arrest** with our own handa, even noar. 
we ! Do not countenance them, thou there : turn away from their bickered. 
0unpiaa9iU0§, thmr belanded aophiauiea, tbeii aarpent graeiodiita,. tbain 
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Moken •nA acted cant, with a sacred horror, with ao Apag€ SaUtna*, 
Bobua and Cempanj, and all men will gradually join us. We demand ar* 
Tettment of the knaves and dastards, aikl Wgin bj arresting oar own poor 
eel vee ooK of that fraternity. There is no other form conceivable. Thou and 
I, my friend, can, in the moitt iSankey world, make, each of us, one noa^ 
fiookey, one hero^ if we like : that will be two heroea to begin with. Coa- 
'Tage ! even that is a whole workl of heroes to end with, or what we poor 
Two can do in fartherance thereof! 

Tea, friends : Hero-kings and a whole world not anheroic — there lies the 
port and happy haven, toward which throogh all these storm-tost seas, French 
Revotations, Chartisms, Manchester Insurrections, that make the heart sick 
in these bad days, the Supreme Powers are driving ua. On the whole, bleas* 
ed be the Supreme Powers, stem as they are ! Toward that haven will we, 
O friends ; let all true men, with what of faculty is in them, bend valiantly, 
iscessAntly, with thoasaiidfold endeavour, thither, thither ! There, or elso 
in the Ocean-abysses, it is very clear to me, we shall arrive. 

Welf ; here truly is no answer to the Sphinx-question ; not the answer a 
disconsolate Public, inquiring at the College of Health, was in hopes of ! 
A total change of regimen, change of conatitotion and existence from the 
very centre of it ; a new body to be got, with resuscitated soul — not with- 
out convulsive travail-throes ; as all birth and new-birth presupposes tra- 
vail ! This is sad news to a disconsolate discerning Public, hoping to have 
got off by some Morrison> Pill, some Saint John's coriosive mixture, and 
perhaps a little blistery friction on the hack ! We were prepared to part with 
our Com-law, with various Laws and Unlaws : but this, what is this 1 

Nor hss the Editor forgotten how it fares with your ill-boding Cassan- 
dras in Sieges of Troy, imminent predition is not usually tlriven away by 
words of warning. Didactic Destiny has other methods in store ; or these 
would fail always. Such words should, nevertheless, be uttered, when 
they dwell truly in the soul of any man. Words are hard, are importunate ; 
hut how much harder the importunate events they foreshadow ! Here and 
there a human soul may listen to the worda— who knows how many human 
aoulsl whereby the improtunate events, if not diverted and prevented, will 
be rendered Us» hard. The present £ditor*8 purpose is to himself full of 
hope. 

For thovgh fierce travails, though wide seas and roaring golfs, lie before 
US, is it not something if a Loadstar, in the eternal sky, do once more dis- 
close itself ; an everlasting light, shining through all cloud-tempeata and 
roaring billows, ever ae we emerge from the trough of the sea : the 
Ueased beacon, far off on the edge of far horizons, toward which we are to- 
steer incessantly for life ! Is it not something ; O Heavens, is it not all I 
There liea the Heroic Promised Land ; uiuier that: Heaven's-ligbt, my. 
brethren, bloom the Hsppy Isles— there, O there t Thither will we ; 
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There dwsUa the great Achilles whom we knew."* 



There dwell all Heroes, and will dwell : thither, all ye heroic-minded ! The . 
Heaven's Loadstar once clearly in our eye, how will each true man stand, 
truly to his work in the ship ; how, with imdying hope, will all things be front- 
ed, all be conquered. Nay, with the ship's prow once turned in that direction, 
is not all, aait were, already well t Sick wasting* misery has become noble 
manful efibrt with a goal in^ our eye. " The choking Nightmare chokea 
ua no longer ; for we stir under it ; the Nightmare has already fled." 

Certainly, could the present Editor instruct men how to know Wisdom, 
Heroism, when they see it, that they might do reverence to it only, and 
loyally maiie it rule over them — ^yea, he were the living e|>itoma qf all, 
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Bditoff, Teaohen, Pkx>phels, that now toach aod prophear ; be were an 
ApalUhHonuoti, a Triameffiatoa and effective CastModra ! I^et no AbU 
Editojr hope such ihinga. ll ia to be ezpecied the preaent lawa of copy- 
right, rate of reward per abeet, and other cootiderationa, will aave him-froa 
that peril. Let no Editor hope auch things i no ; and yet let aU Eiditon 
aim toward aocl^ things, and even toward auch alone ! One knowa not what 
the meaning of editing and writing ia, if even thia be not it. Enough ; to the 
preaent Editor it has aeemed possible some glimmerinff of light, for here 
and there a human soul, might lie in these confused Paper-Masses now 
intrusted to him ; wherefore he determines to edit the same. Oat of old 
Books, new Writings, and much Meditation not of yesterday, he will en- 
deavour to select a thing or two ; and from the Past, in a circuitous way, 
illustrate the Preaent and the Future. The Past is a dim indubitable fact : 
the Future too is one, only dimmer ; nay, properly it is the same fact in new 
dress and developement. For the Present holds in it^th the whole Past 
and the whole Future; as the Lifb-tkbb. loixisiL, wide-waving, many- 
toned, has its roots down deep in the Death-kingdoms, among the oldeat 
dead dust of men, and with its boughs reaches always beyond the atari*; 
and in all timea and places is- one and the same I<ife-tree !. 



BOOK II. 

THE ANCIENT MONK. 

CHAPTEa I. 
joczuK or bbakblono. 

Wb will, in this Second Portion of our Work, strive to penetrate a littloi 
by means of certain confused Papers, printed and other,, into a somewhat re- 
mote Century ; and to look fHce to face on it, in hope of perhapa illustra- 
ting our own poor Century thereby. It aeems a circuitous way ;. but itntay 
prove a way nevertheless. For man^ ha» even boon aatriving, atruggling, 
and, in spite of wide-spread cslumoies tothe contrary,.a veracious creature : 
the Centuries too are all lineal children of oee another ; and often, iu the 
portrait of early grandfaihera, this, and the other enigmatic feature of the 
newest grauddon shall disclose iteelfi to mutual elucidation. This Editor 
will venture on such a thing. 

Besides, in Editors* Books, and, indeed^ everywhere else in the world of 
To-day, a certain latitude of movement grows more and more becominff for 
the practical man. Salvation Ilea not in tight la'cmg in these times ; now 
far from that in<any.provlnce whatsoever ! Readers and men generally are 

Ktting iiitoetrange habits of -asking all persons and ihin^ts, from poor Editors' 
»oks up to Church Bishops and State Potentatee, not By not what designa- 
tion art thou called ; in what wig snd black triangle dbst thou walk abroad 1 
Heavens, I know thy destination and . black triangle well enough ! But, in 
God*s name, what art thou 1 Not Nothing, savest thou ! Then if not, 
How much and what 1 This is the ^hintfl would know ; and even iiiif#/ 
apon know, .such a pass am I come to f what weather-symptoms — not for 
tbeVoor Editor of Books alone ! The Editor of Books may anderstand 
wiihml tbMt if,Msi§ said, ** many Unda are pemiaaible," there ia ona kunti. 
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not permittibld, " the kind that has nothing id it, k gmre emnuyeux ;** and 
go on his way accordingly. 

A certain Jocelioas de Brakelonda, a natoral-bom Eogtishman, haa lef^ 
Ha an extremely foreign Book,* whieh the labours of the Gamden Society 
have brought to light in these days. Jocelin's Book, the ** Chronicle," m 

Srivale BMwellean NOte^book, of Jocelin, a certain old St. Edmondabury 
lonk and Boswell, now seven centuries old, how remote is it from *aa ; 
exotic, extraneous ; in all ways coming from far abroad ! The language of 
it is not foreign only, but dead : Monk-I^atin lies across not thd British 
Channel, but the ninefold Stygian Marshes, Stream of Lethe, and one knows 
not where ! Roman Latin itself, still alive for us in the Elysian Fields of 
Memory, is domestic in comparison. And then the ideas, life- furniture, wholo 
workings and ways of this worthy ioceiin ; covered deeper than Pompeii 
with the lava-ashes and inarticulate wre«tk of seven hundred years ! 

Jocelin of Brakelond cannot be called a conspicuous literary character ; 
indeed few mortals that have left so viaible a work or footmark behind them,, 
can be more obscure. One other of these vanished Existences, whose work 
has not yet vanished ; almost a pathetic phenomenon, were not the whole 
world full of such ! The builders of Stonehenge, for example : or, alas, 
what aay we, Stonehenge and boildera t The writers of the UniverMol Re- 
view and Homer's Iliad ; the paviers of London streets ; soener or iater^ 
the entire Posterity of Adam ! It is a pathetic phenomenon ; but an irrs* 
mediable, nay, if well meditated, a consoling one. 

By his dialect of Monk- Latin, and. indeed, by his name, this Jocelin seems 
to have been a Norman Englishman ; the surname de Brakelonda indicates a 
native of St. Edmundsbury itself, Brakelond being the knownold name of a 
street or quarter in that venerable Town. Then farther, sore enongh, oor 
Jocelin waa a Monk of St Edmundabory Convent ; held some '* oiedteiilfa," 
subaltern officiality there, or rather, in succession several ; was, for one thing, 
'* chaplain to my Lord Abbot, living beside him night and day for the space of 
six years ;'* which last, indeed, is the grand fact of Jocelin*s existence, and 
properly the origin of this present Book, and of the chief meaning it has foi 
us now. He was, as we have hinted, a kind of born BoewdLt though an in- 
finitesimally small one ; neither did he altogether want his JohmMon even 
there and then. Johnsons are rare ; yet, as has been aaaerted, Boswetis per- 
haps still rarer — the more is the pity on both sides ! This Jocelin, as wo 
can discern well, was an ingenious and ingenuous, a cheery-hearted, iono* 
cent, yet withal shrewd, noticing, quick* witted man ; and from under his 
monk's cowl has looked out on that narrow section of the world in a really 
human manner ; not in any nwiaJL^ canine, ovine, or otherwise tnhunmn man« 
ner — afflictive to all that have humanity ! The man is of patient, peaceable, 
Joving, clear-smiling nature ; open for thia and that. A wise simplicity is 
in him ; much natoral sense ; a veracity that goes deeper than words. 
Veracity : it is the basis of all ; and, some say, means genius itself : the 
prime essence of all genius whatsoever. Our Jocelin, for the rest, has read 
Lie classical manuscripts, his Virgihus, his Flaccus, Ovidius Naso ; oi courso 
still more, his Homilies and Breviariea, and, if not the Bible, considerable 
oxtracU of the Bible. Then also he baa a pleaaant wit ^ and loves a timely 
joke, though in mild, subdued manner : very amiable to see. A learned 
grown man, yet with the heart as of a good child ; whose whole life, indeed, 
Eaa been that of a child — St. Edmundsbury Monastery a larger kind of cra- 
dle for him, in which his whole prescribed doty was to sleep kindly, and 
love his mother weU ! This is the Biography of Jocelin ; ** a man of excel* 

* Chroniea JoGcuin vm BaAXKLOirDA, i* rtime gtHi» Stmetntt MUlUa M»nmalwii 
Bmteli Eimumiit mmc primm tgfie mmdmU, emrmUe Jovaiin OtMU Bmubwsod. 
(Csflidea Society, London, 1840.) 
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lent religiODi" says one df his contemporary Brdthoir Mooks^ ** extmtds rtii^ 
gionist polen» termone et opereV 

For one thing, he hsd learned to write a kiffd of Monk or Dog- Latin, 
still readable to mankind ; and, by good lack for taSf had bethooght him of 
notihg down thereby wliat things seemed notablest to him. Hence gradnally 
resulted a Chronica Jocelim f new Manuscript in the Liber AibuM of 81. 
Edmundsbury. Which Chronicle, once written in its child-like ttansparency, 
in its innocent good-humour, not without touches of ready pleasant wk and 
many kinds of worih, other men liked naturally to read : whereby it failed 
not to be copied, to be multiplied, to be inserted in the Liher Aibu* ; and 
■o surviying Henry the Eighth^ Putney Orpmwelly the Dissolution of Mo- 
nasteries, and all accidents of malice and neglect for six centuries or so, it 
got into the //ar/«ian CoUeehon — and has now therefrom, by Mr. Rokewood, 
of the Camden Society, been deciphered into clear print ; and lies before os, 
a dainty thin quarto, to interest for a few minutes whomsoever it can. 

Here too it will behoo\'e a just Historian gratefully to say that Mr. Roko* 
wood, Jocelin*s Editor, has done his editorial function well. Not only has he 
deciphered his crabbed Manuscript into clear print, but he has attended, 
what his fellow-editors are not always in the habit of doing, to the important 
truth that the Manuscript so deciphered ought to have a meanmg for the 
reader. Standing faithfully by his text, and printing its very errors in spell- 
ing, in grammar, or otherwise, he has taken care by some note to indicate 
that they are errors, and what the correction of them ought to be. Jocelin'a 
Monk- Latin is generally transparent, as shallow limpid water. But at any 
stop that may occur, of which there are a few, and only a very few, we have 
the comfortable assurance that a meaning does lie in the passage, and ma^ 
by industry be got at : that a faithful editor*s industry had already got at it 
before passing on. A compendious useful Glossary is ^iven ; nearly ado* 
quate to help the uninitiated, through : sometimes one wishes it had been m 
trifle larger ; but, with a Spelman and Ducanse at your elbow, how easy to 
have made it far too large ! Notes are added, generally brief ; sufficiently 
explanatory of most points. Lastly, a copious correct Index ; which no 
such Book should want, and which unluckily very few possess. And se^ 
in a word, the Chronicle of Joeelin is, as it professes to be, unwrapped 
from its thick ceiements, and fairiy brought fenth into common daylight, ea 
that he who rune, and hae » smattering of granMnar, may read. 

We faeve heard so much of Monks ; everywhere, ii> real and fictitioae 
History, from Miratori Annals to Radcliflfe Romances, these singular two« 
legged animals, with their rosaiies and breviaries, with their shaven crowns« 
hair-cilices, and vows of poverty, masquerade so strangely thouffh our 
fancy ; and they are, in fact, so very strange an extinct species of the humaa 
family, a venuble Monk of Bury 8t ]&lmunds is worth attending to, if 
by chance made visible and audible. Here he is ; and in his hand a magical 

rulum, much gone to rust indeed, yet in fragmenta still clear ; wherein 
marvellous image of his existence does still shadow itself, thougk 
fitfully, and as with an intermittent light ! Will not the reader peep with 
us into this singular camera lucida^ where an extinct species, though nifuUy, 
can still be seen alive 1 Extinct species, we say ; for the live specimene 
which stiM go about under that character are too evidently to be classed ae 
spurious in Natural History : the Gospel of Richard Arkwright once wo- 
mulgated, no Monk of the old sort is any longer possible in this world. But 
fancy a deep-buried Mastodon, some fossil Megatherion, Ichthyosaonis, 
were to begin to gpeak ffom amid iu rock-awathings, never so indistinctly ! 
The most extinct fossil species of Men or Monks can do, and does, thie 
miracle— thanks to the Letters of the Alphabet, good for so many things. 

Joeelin, we aaid, was soaMwhat of a SkMwell ; but onfortonately, by ffe- 
ian, he i» dodo of the \aigoai, and dittance has now dwarfed him to an eiP 
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\Hme degrae. His light is moA feeMe, intermittent, and reqnires the 
mtensest kindest inspection ; otherwise it will disclose mere vacant haze. 
It must be owned, the good Jocelin, in spite of his good child-like character, 
is hot an altogether an imperfect " mirror " of these old-world things ! The 
good man, he looks on as so clear and chpery, and in his neighbourly soft- 
smiling eyes vre see so well our own shadow — we have a longing always to 
cress-question him, to force from him an ezpfanation of much. But no: 
Jooelin, though he tnlks with such clear familnrity, like a next-door neigh- 
boor, will not answer any question : that is the peculiarity of him, dead these 
six hundred and fifty years, and quite deaf to us, though still so audible ! 
The good man, he cannot help it, nor can we. 

But truly it is a strange consideration this simple one, as we go on with 
him, or, indeed, with any lucid simple-heated soul Hke him : Behold, there- 
fore, this England of the year 1200 was no chimerical vacuity or dreamland, 
peopled with mere vaporous Fantasms, Rymer*s Fosdera and Doctrines of 
the Constitution ; but a gi«en solid place, that grew com and several other 
things. The Sun shone on it ; the vicissitude of seasons and human fortunes. 
Cloth was woven and worn ; ditches were dug, furrow-fields ploughed, and 
houses built. Day by day all men and cattle rose to labour, and night by 
night returned home weary to their several lairs. In wondrous Dualism, then 
as now, lived nations of breathing men : alternating, In all ways, between 
Light and Dark; between joy and sorrow, between rest and toil--^tween 
hope, hope reaching hieh as Heaven, and fear deep as very Hell. Not vapour 
Fantasms, Rymer*s Fcedera stall! Coeur-de- Lion was not a theatrical 
popinjay with greaves and steel-cap on it, but a man living upon victoals^- 
n0t imported by PeePs Tariff. Coeur-de- Lion came palpably athwart this 
Jocelin at St. Edmundsbnry ; and had almost peeled the sacred gold 
** Feretrumf** or St. Edmund Shrine itself, to ransom him out of the Danube 
Jail. 

These clear eyes of neighbour Jocelin looked on the bodily presence of 
King John; the very John Saruterre^ or Lackland, ^ho signed Magna 
Charta afterward in Runny mead. Lackland, with a great reimue, boarded 
once, for the matter of a fortnight, in St Edmundsbury Convent ; daily in 
the very eyesight, palpable in the very fingers of our Jocelin : Oh, Jocelin, 
what did he say, what did he do ; how looked he, lived he ; at the very 
lowest, what coat or breeches had he on 1 Jocelin is obstinately silent. 
Jocelin marks down what interests hitn ; entirely deaf to us. With Joce- 
Kn*s eyes we discern almost nothing of John Lackland. As through a glass 
darkly, we, with our own eyes and appliance, intensely looking, discern at 
most — a blustering, dissipated human figure, with a 'kind of blackguard 
quality air, m cramoisy velvet, or other uncertain texture, uncertain cut, 
with much plumage and fringing, amid numerous other human figures of 
the like ; riding abroad with hawks, talking noisy nonsense, tearing out 
the bowds of St. Edmundsbury Convent (its larders, namely, and cellars) in 
the most ruinous way, by living at rack and manger there. Jucelin notes 
only, with a slight subacidity of manner, thst the King's Majesty, Dominus 
Rex, did leave, as gift for onr St Edmund Shrine, a handsome enough silk 
cloak— or rather pretended to leave, for one of his retinue borrowed it of 
tis, and we never got sight of it again ; and, on the whole, that the Dominus 
Rex, at departing, gave us ** thirteen sterlingii,^* one shilling and one penny, 
to say a mass for him ; and so departed, like a shabby Lackland as he was ! 
•« Thirteen pence sterling,** this was what the Convent got from Lackland 
Ibr all the victuals he and his had made away with. We of course said our 
nass for him, having covenanted to do it — but let Impartial posterity judge 
with what degree of forvour ! 

And in this manner vanishes King Lackland ; traverses swiftly our strange 
iotormittent magic-mirror, jingling the shabby thvt\A«ik ^\vc« TBA\fd«) \ vuH 
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rides with hii hawks into Egyptian night again. It b Jocelin*s manner with 
all things ; and it is men's manner and men*8 necessity. How intermittent is 
our go<Kl Jocelin ; marking down, without eye to ««, what he finds interestini; ! 
How much in Jocelin, as in all History, and, indeed, in all Nature, is at once in- 
scrutable and certain : so dim, yet so indubitable ; exciting us to endless 
considerations. For King Lackland wa* there, verily he ; and did leaYO 
these tredecim atertingiiy if norhing more, and did lire and look in one way 
or the other, and a whole world was living and looking along with hiaa ! 
There, we say, is the grand peculiarity ; the immeasurable one ; distinguish- 
ing, to a really infinite degree, the poorest historical Fact from all Fiction 
whatsoever. Fiction, ** Imagination,'* ** Imaginative Poetry," <Scc., ex* 
cept as the vehicle for truth, or fact of some sort — which surely a man 
should first try various other ways of vehiculating, and conveying aafe— 
what ia it ! Let the Minerva and other Presses respond ! 

But it is time we were in St. Edmundsbury Monastery, and Seven good 
Centuries off ; if, indeed, it be possible, by any aid of Jocelin, by any human 
art, to get thither, with a reader or two atill following us. 



CHAPTER IL 

ST. EDMUNDSBURT. 

Thb Btirgt Bury, or *' Berry" as they call it, of St. Edmund is still a prosper- 
ous brisk Town ; beautifully diversifying, with its clear brick houses, ancient 
clean streets, and twenty or fifteen thousand busy souls, the general grasay 
face of Suffolk ; looking out right pleasantly, from its hill-slope toward the 
rising Sun : snd on the eastern edge of it still runs, long, black, and maa- 
aive, a range of monsstic ruins ; into the wide internal spaces of which the 
stranger is admitted on payment of one shilling. Internal spaces laid out 
at present as a botanic garden. Here stranger or townsman, sauntering at 
his leisure amid these vast grim venerable ruins, may persuade himaelf tnak 
an Abbey of St. Edmundsbury did once exist ; nay, there is no doubt of it : see 
here the ancient massive Gateway, of architecture interesting to the eye of 
Dilettantism ; and farther on, that other ancieot Gateway, now about to 
tumble, unless Dilettantism, in these very months, can subscribe money to 
cramp it and prop it ! 

Here, sure enough, is sn Abbey ; beautiful in the eye of Dilettantism. 
Giant Pedantry also will step in, with its huge DugdtLle and other enormoue 
Monasticon* under its arm, and cheerfully apprise you That this was a very 
great Abbey, owner and, indeed, creator of St. Edmund's Town itself, owner 
of wide lands and revenues ; nay, that its lands were once a country of them- 
selves ; that, indeed. King Canute or Knut was very kind to it, and gave St. 
Edmund his own gold crown off his hesd on one occasion : for the rest, 
that the Monks were of such and such a genus, such and buch a number ; 
that they had so many carucates of land in this hundre<l, and so msny in 
that ; and then farther, that the large Tower of Belfry was built by such a 
one, and the sins Her Belfry was built by, &c. Till human nature can 
stand no more of it ; till human nature desperately take refuge in forgetful- 
ness, slmost in flat disbelief of the whole business. Monks, Monastery, Belfries, 
Carucates and all ! Alas, what mountains of deed ashes, wreck and burnt 
bones, doessssiduous Pedantry dig up from the Past Time, and name it Histo- 
ry, and Philosophy of History ; till, as we say, the human soul sinks wea- 
ried and bewildered ; till the Past Time seems all one infinite incredible jg^ray 
Toid, without sun, stars, hearth-fires, or candlelight ; dim, offensive oust- 
whirlwinds filling universal Nature ; and over your Historical Library it ia 
MM if all the Titans had written for themselves : Day auaaisH shot hbri ! 

And jret these grim old walls are not a diletuntiam and dubiety ; they 



un tn eanieitf«ct It wm a most real and aerioat pnrpoto the^ were buOt 
for ! Yra, another worh) il was, when these black ruins, white in their new 
mortar and fresh chiselling, first saw the sun aa walls, long ago Grauee 
not, with thy dilettante campasaes, with that placid dilettante simper, tna 
Heaven*8* Watchtower of our Fathers, the fallen OodVHouses, the Golgotha 
of true Souls departed ! 

Their architecture, belfries, land-carucates 1 Yea — and that is but ^ 
email item of the matter. Does it never give thee pause, this other straAge 
item of it, that men then had a 9(nU — not by hearsay alone, and as a 
figure of speech ; but as a truth that they kntw, and practically went upon 1 
Verily it was another world then. Their Missals have become incredible^ 
a sheer platitude, aayest thou 1 Yes, a most poor platitude ; and even, if 
thou wilt, an idolatry and blasphemy, shoiild any one persuade thee to believe 
them, to pretend praying by them. But yet it is pity we had lost tidings dt 
our souls : actually we shall have to go in quest of them again, or worse 
in all ways will befal ! A certain d^ee of soul, as Ben Jonson reminds 
ns, is indispensable to keep the very body from destruction of the frightfulleat 
sort ; to '*8ave us," says he, ** \he expense x)f salt." Ben has known men 
who had soul enough to keep their body and five senses from becoming 
carrion, and save salt : men, and also nationa. You may look in Man- 
chester Hunger-mobs and Corn-law Commons Houses, and various other 
quarters, and say whether either eo«il or else salt » not somewhat wanted 
ai present ! 

Another world, truly : and thia |)resent poor idistressed worfd miffht get 
some profit by looking wisely into it, instead of foolishly. But at lowee^ 
O dilettante friend, let us know always that it ivas a world, and not a void 
infinite of gray haze with fantasms awimming in it. These old St. £d- 
mondsbory walls, I say, were not peopled with fantasms ; but with men of 
flesh and blood, made altogether as we are. Had thou and I then been^ 
who knows but we ourselves had taken refuge from an evil Time, and fled 
to dwell here, and meditate on an Etenjity. in such fashion as we could % 
Alas, how like an old osseous fragment, a broken blackened shin-bone of 
the old dead Ages, this black ruin looks out, not yet covered by the soil ; 
■till indicating what a once gigantic Life Kes buried there 1 It is dead 
now, and dumb ; but was alive once, and spske. For twenty generations, 
here was the earthly arena where painful living men worked out their life^- 
wrestle — looked at by Earth, by Heaven, and Hell. Bells tolled to pray^ 
ers ; and men, of many humours, various thoughts, chanted vespers, matins '; 
and round the little islet of their life rolled for ever (as round ours still 
rolls, though we are blind and deaf) the illimitable Ocean, tinting all things 
with its eternal hues and reflexes ; makine strange prophetic music ! How 
silent now; all departed, dean gone. The World-Dramaturgist has writ- 
ten Exeunt. The devouring Time- Demons have made away with it all; 
and in its stead there is either nothing, or, what is worse, offensive uni- 
versal dust-clouds and gray eclipse of Earth and Heaven, from ** dry rubbish 
shot here f" 

Truly, it is no easy matter to get across tb^e chasm of Seven Centuries, 
filled with such material. But here, of all helps, is not a Boswell the 
welcomest ; even a small Boswell ? Veracity, true simplicity of heart, how 
valuable are these always! He that speaks what ia really in him, will 
£nd men to listen, though under never such impediments. Even i^oasip, 
springing free and ^chirary from a human heart, this too is a kind of veracity 
and apeeek, much preferable to pedantry and innne grey haiee ! Jocelin 
is weifk and garrulous, but he 4s human. Through the thin watery ^[ossip 
of oar Jocelin, we do get some glimpses of that deep-buried Time ; discern 
veritably, though in a fitfol intermittent mnnner, these antique figures and 
tbeir Jife-method face to face ! Beaatifolly, in our eamsat loving ^UaaAA^ 

4 



9S THS AHCIKKT HOm. 

the old centuries melt from opnqoo to partitlly translucent, transparent herv 
and there ; and the void black Night, one finds, is but the summing up of 
Innumerable peopled luminous ^av«- Not parchment Chanularies, Doc* 
trines of the Constitution, Oh Dryasdust ! not altogether, my erudite 
friend ! 

Readers who please to go along with us into this poor Joedini Ckromeaf 
shall wander tnconvenienify enough, as in wintry twilight, through some 
poor stripped hazel-grove, rustling with foolish noises, and perpetunlly hinder- 
mg the eyesight ; but across which, here and there, some real human figure 
is seen moving ; very strange ; whom we could hail if he would answer ; 
and we look into a pair of eyes deep as our own, imaging our own, but 
all unconscious of us ; lo whom we for the time are become as spirit* and 
invisible t 



CHAPTER III. 

LANDLORi) SOMUND. 

SoHt three centuries or so had elafised since Beodric't-worth* became 
St. Edmund's Siow, St. Edmund's Town and Monastery, before Jocelia 
entered himself a Novice there. ** It was," says he, *' the year after th« 
Flemings were defeated at Fornham St. Genevieve." 

Much passes away into oblivion : this glorious victory over the Flemings 
at Fornham has, at the present date, greatly dimmed itself out of the minds 
•f men. A victory and battle, nevertheless, it was, in its time : some thrice* 
renowned Earl of Leicester, not of the De Montfort breed, (as may be reatd 
in Philosophical arid other Histories, could any human memoiy retain such 
things,) hard quarrelled with his sovereign, Henry Second of the lyime ; bad 
been worsted, it is like, and maltreated, and obliged to fly to foreign parts ; 
but had rallied there into new vigour; and so, in the year ilTS, retoree 
across the German Sea with a vengeful array of Flemings. Returns to 
the cosst of Suffolk ; to Framlingham Castle, where he is welcomed ; 
westward toward St. EdmuiKlsbury and Fornham Church, wheie he is met 
by the constituted authorities with paste comitulns ; and swiftly cut in 
pieces, he and his, or laid by the heels ; qii the right bank of the obscure 
River Lark — as usees siiil existing will verify. 

For the River Lark, though not very discoverably, still runs or stagnatee 
in that country ; and the battle-ground is there, serving at present a« « 
pleasure-ground to his Grace of Newcastle. Copper peudies of Henry IL 
are still ^und there ; rotted out from the pouches or poor slain soldiers, 
who had not had time to buy liquor with them In the River Lark itself was 
fished up, within man*s memory, an antique gold ring ; which found 
Dilettantism can almost believe may have been the very ring Countess 
Leicester threw awsy, in her iight, into that tame Lark river or ditch. f 
Nay. few years ago, in tearing out an enunnous superannuated ash tree* 
now grown quite corpulent, bursteu, superfluous, but long a fixture in the 

* Dryasduit puzzles and pokes for some biography of this Beodric ; and r^ugns to 
consider him a mere East* Anglian Person of Condition, not in need of a hiography-^ 
whose weorik or worthy that is to say, Growth, increase, or, as we should now 
name it, Esta*e, that same Hamlet and wood Mansion, now St. Edmund's Burr, origin 
nally was. For, adds our erudite Friend, the Saxon locorrA equivalent to the 0«r> 
nan werden, means to grow, to btcomt ; traces of which old vocable are still found ia 
the North-country dialects, as. 'What is mnrd of him V meaning " What is Ueome of 
him T* and the lilce. Nay, we in modem English still say, ' Wo worth the hour," 
(Wo ^/«l the hour,) and speak of the " Weird Sisters }" not to mention the innumerable 
other names of places still ending in weorth or worth. And, indeed, our common noon 



wtrth, in the sense of valve, does not this mean sinply What a thing has srowii to. 
What a man has grown to, How much he amonnta to»-by the Threadnewle- s trse t 
stutdMrd or another f 
/ LjrtteUon't Uittory of Henry IL, (^ Editkm,) v. Iflf . te. 
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*Dn> and not to be dislodged without revolution — there was laid bare, under 
its roots, ** a circular mound of skeletons wonderfully complete," all radiating 
from a centre, faces upward, fept inwat^ ; a ** radiation *' not of Light, but 
of the Nether Darkness rather, and evidently the ihiit of battle ; for 
** many of the heads were tleft, or had arrow-holes in them." The Battle of 
Foroham, therefore, is a fact, though a forgotten one ; no less etwcure than 
undeniable — like so many other facts. 

JJke the St. Edmund's Monastery itself ! Who can doubt, after what w« 
have said, that there was a Monastery here at one time 1 No doubt at all 
there was a Monastery here ; no doubt, some three centuries prior to thta 
Fomham Battle, there dwelt a man in these parts, of the name of fidnundy 
King, Ijandlord, Duke, or whatever hii» title whs, of the Eastren (youniies ; 
and a very singular man and landlord he must have been. 

For his tenants, it would appesr, did not complain of him in the least ; his 
labourers did not think of burning his wheat-stacks, broAking into his game- 
preserves ; very far the reverse of all that. Clear evidence, satisfactoiy 
even to my friend Dryasdust, exists that, on the contrary, they honoured, 
loved, admired this ancient Landlord to a quite astonishing degree — and, 

'indeed, at last to an immeasurable arid inexpressible degree ; for, finding no 
limits or utterable words for their sense of his worth, they took to beatify- 
ing and adoring him ! ** Infinite admiration," we are taught, ** means wor- 
shie." 

Very singular, could we discover it ! What Edmund's specific duties 
were ; above all, what his method of discharging them with such result 
was, would surely be interesting to know : but are not very discoverably 
BOW. ' His Life has become a poetic, nay, a religious Mutkiu ; though, un- 
domabiy enough, it was once a prose Fact, as our poor Hves are ; and even 
a^xery rugged unmanageable one. This landlord Edmund did go about in 
leather shoes, with fetnortUia and bodycoat of some sort on him ; and daily 
had his breakfast to procure ; and daily had contradictory speeches, and' 
most contradictory facts not a few, to reconcile with himself. No man be- 
comes a Saint in his sleep. Edmund, for instance, instead of reconeiling 
those same contradictory facts and speeches to himself; which means 
Mubduingj and, in a manlike and godlike manner, conquering them to himself 
— might have merely thrown new contention into them, new unwisdom into 
them, and so been conquered hy them ; much the commoner case ! la 
that way he had proved no " Saint " or Divine-looking Man, but a mere 

dinner, and unfortunate, blameable, more or less Diabolic- looking man! 
Ho, landlord E!dmond bcuromes infinitely admirable in his sleep. 

With what degree of wholesome rigour his rents were collected we hear 
not. Still less by what methods he preserved his game, whether by . * bush^ 
ing " or how — and if the partridge-seasons were ** excellent " or were indi^ 
Cerent. Neither do we ascertain what kind of Com- bill he passed, or wisely- 
adjusted Sliding-seale : but, indeed, there were few spinners in those days ; 
and the nnisaoce of spinning, and other dusty labour, was not yet so glaring 
a one. 

How, then, it may be asked, did this Edmund rise into favour ; become 
to such astonishing extent a recognised Farmer's Friend 1 Really, except 
it were by doing j^ustly and loving mercy to an unprecedent extent, ono 
does not know. The man, it would seem, ** had walked,*' as they say, 
" humbly with God ;" humbly and valiantly with God ; strogi^ling to mako 
the Earth heavenly as be could ; instead of walkinff sumptuously and 

Kidefully with Mammon, leaving the Earth to grow hellish as it liked. 
ot sumptuoasly with Mammon 1 How, then, could he ** encourage trade,'* 
—cause nowel and James, and many wine- merchants to bless him, and the 
taitor's heart (though in a very short-sighted manner) to sing for joy 1 
Moeh in this Edmund's Lifojs mystoriotto. 



40 TBK Asaxm monk. 

That be coold, on oecuioo, d4> what he hked with hie own is^ meanwhile, 
evident enough. Ceruin Heathen Physical- Foice Ultra-Chartitts, " Danes *' 
as they were then called, coming into his territory with their " five points,** 
or rather with their five-and-twenty thousand foinls and edges too, ot pike% 
namely, and batile-azes ; and proposing mere Heathenism, confiscation, 
spoliation, and fire and sword---£dmi]od answered that he would oppose 
-to the utmost such savagery. They took him prisoner ; again required bis 
sanction to said proposals. Edmund again refused. Cannot we kill yoa t 
cried they. Cannot I die ? answered he. My Hfe, I think, is my own, to 
do what 1 like with ! And he died under barbarous torturee, refusing to the 
last breath ; and the Ultra- Chartist DsneaiiM/ their propositions; and went 
with their ** poinU" and other apparatus, as is supposed, to the Heril, the 
Father of them. Somp say, indeed, these Danes were not Ultra-Chartiata, 
but Ultra- Tories, demanding to reap where they had not sown, and live in 
thia world without working, though all the world should starve for it; 
which likewise seequs a possible hypothesis. Be what thev might, their 
went, as we say, to the Devil : and, Edmund doing what he liked with 
bis own, the Earth was got cleared of them. 

Another version is, that Edmund on this and the like occasions stood bf 
bis order ; the oldest, and indeed only true order of Nobility known nndor 
the surs, that of Just MeiL and Sons of God, in opposition to Unjuat and 
Sons of Belial — which latter, indeed, are second oldest, but yet a very anva- 
nerable order. This, truly, seems the likeliest hypothesis of all. Names and 
appearances alter so strangely in some half-score centuries ; and all floctoatae 
diameleon-like, taking now this hue, now that. Thus much is very plain, 
and does not change hue : Landlord Eklmund waa seen and felt bv all men 
to have done verily a man^s part in this liie -pilgrimage of hia ; and benedic- 
tions, and outflowing love and admiration from the univeraal. heart, were bia 
meed. Weil- done ! Well-done ! cried the hearts of all men. Thoy 
raised his slain and martyred body ; washed its wounds with &st-flowing 
universal tears ; tears of endless pity, and yet of a sacred joy and triumph. 
The beautiRiUeat kind of tears—- indeed, perhaps the beautifolleat kind of 
thing : like a sky all flashing diamonds and prismatic radiance ; all weeping, 
jet shone on by the everlasting Sun : and tfus is not a aky— it ia a Sool,aiul 
living Face ! Nothing liker the Temple of the Highest, bright with aomo 
real effulgence of the Highest, ia seen in this world 

Oh,if ail Yankee- land ftSlow a small good ** Sch ntbipel the distinguished No- 
velist' with. blazing torches, dinner-mvitstions, universal hep-hep-burrah, feeP" 
ing that he, though small, is something ; how might all Angle-land once follow 
a. hero-martyr and sreat true Son of Heaven ! It is the very joy of man*s 
heart ta admire where he can ; nothing so lifts him from all his mean 
Imprisonments, weie it but for moments, as true admiration. Thus it baa 
been said, " all men, especially all women, are born worabippera ;** and will 
worship, if it be but possible. Possible to worship a Something, even a 
small one ; not so possible a mere loud-blaring Nothing! What sisht is 
more pathetic than that of poor multitudes of persons met to gaze at King*a 
Progreases, Lord Mayor*a Shows,, and other gilt-gingeibread phenomena of 
the worshipful sort, in these times ; each ae eager to woiahip ; each, with 
a dim. fatal sense of disappointment, finding that he cannot rightly here ! 
These be thy gods, O lacael t And thou art so wiilmg to worahip— -poor 
larael ! 

In this, manner, however, did the men of the Eastern Conntiea uke np 
the slain body of their Edmund, where it hiy cast forth in the village of 
Hozne.; seek oot the severed hesd^ and reverently reunite theeama. Then 
embalmed him with myrrh and aweet apiees, with love, pity, and all hi|(a 
and awfol thoughta; conaeeratinff' him with a very atorm of melodione 
Jdmiration and sun-dyed Mioivnn of lenra; joyfoUyy yoi with wm%^ 



ABBOT HUGO. 41 

(at all deep joy has aomething of the awful in it,) commemorating his noble 
deeds and godlike walk and conversation whiie on Earth. Till at length 
the very Pope and Cardinals at Rome were forced to hear of it ; and imt 
aumming op as correctly as they well could, with Adeocalut'Diaboli plea<H 
ings and their other forms o( process, the general verdict of mankind, de- 
clared : That he had, in very /act, led a hero's life in this world ; and, being 
tiowgone^ was gone, as they conceived, to God above, and reaping his rewara 
there. Such^ they said, was the best judgment they could form of the case ; 
^ and truly not a bad judgment. Acquiesced in, zealously adopted, with full 
assent of ** private judgment,'* by all mortals. ^ 

The rest of St. Edmund's history, for the reader sees he has now become 
a SairUt is easily conceivable. Pious munificence 'provided him a loculu$f 
aferelrum or shrine ; built ibr him a wooden chapel, a stone temple, ever 
widening and growing by new pious gifts ; such the overflowing heart feela 
it a blessedness to solace itself by giving. St. Edmund's shrine giitiera 
now with diamond flowerages, with a plating of wrought gold. The wooden 
chapel, as we say, has become a stone temple. Stately masonries, long- 
drawn arches, cloisters, sounding aisles buttress it, begirdle it far and wide. 
Regimented companies of men, of whom our Jocelin is ene, devote them- 
selves, in every generation, to n>editaie here on man*s Nobleness and Awful- 
ness, and. oelebiaie and show forth the same as they best ean— thinking 
they will do^it better here, is presence of Glod the Maker, and of the so Aw- 
fal and so. Noble made by Him. In one word, St. Edrnvod's Body has 
raised a Monastery round it. To such length, in such manner, has the 
spirit of the Time visibly taken body, and cryauUized itself here. New 
gifts, houses^ farms, ibolo/^*— come ever, in King Knut^ whom men call 
Canute, whom the Ocean-tide would not be forbidden to wet — we heard 
already of this wise King, with his crown and gifu ; but of many others, 
Kings, Queens, wise men and noble loyal woman, let Dryasdust and divine 
Silence be the record ! Beodric*s- Worth has become St. Edmund's Bury, 
and lasts visible to this hour. All this that thou now seest, and namest 
Bury TdfWn, is properly the Funeral Monument of Saint or Landlord 
£dmond; The present respectable- Mayor of Bury may be said, like a 
Fakeer, (little as he thinks of it,) to have his dwelling in the extensive, 
many-scolpturcMi Toodbstone of St. Edmund ; in one of the brick niches 
thereof dweUs the piesent respectable Mayor of Bury. 

Certain Times do crystallize themselves in a magnificent manner ; and 
others, perhaps, are like to do it in rather a shabby one ! But Richard 
Arkwright too will have his .Monument a thousand years hence : all Lan- 
cashire and Yorkshire, and how many other shires and counties, with their 
machineries and industries, for his monument ! A true pyramid or **ftam9' 
mountain,'* flaming with.steam fires and useful labour over wide continent, 
usefully toward the Stars, to a certain height ; how much grander than 
your foolish Cheeps Py ramida or.Sakhara clay ones .! Lotus withal be hope- 
lol, be content oe patient. 



CHAPTER IV. 

abbot hogo. 

It.is true, all things have two faces, a light one and a dark. . It is true^ in 
three centuries much imperfection accumulates ; many an Ideal, monastic 
or other, shooting forth into practice as it can, grows to a strange enough 
Reality ; and wf have to ask with amazement. Is this your Ideal t For, alat, 
the Ideal al ways has ito grow in the R^al, end to seek out its bed and board 

*Ooods, properties ; wkat we now call ekatUUf and still mote sSngolarlyesttlc, ssjf 
any erudite. firisM! 
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Umto, often in a very sorry way. No beautifolleat Poet is a Bird-of-Plir»* 
disc, living on perfumes ; sleeping in the sthei with outspread wings. Tbo- 
Heroic, inde^endeni of bed and board, is found in Drory-Lane Theatia 
only ; to avoid disappointments, let as bear this m mind. 

By the law of Nature, too, all manner of Ideals have their iatal limits 
and lot ; their appointed periods, of youth, of maturity or prefection, of 
decline, degradation, and final death and disappearance. There is nothinff 
born but has to die. Ideal monasteries, once grown real, do seek bed and 
Doard in this world ; do find it more and more successfully ; do get at 
fength too iiitient on finding it, exclusively 4nteijt on that. They are thea 
like diseased corpulent bodies fallen idiotic,, which merely eat and sleep ; 
ready for ** dissolution" by a Henry the Eighth or some other. Jocelin*s St. 
Edmundsbury is still far from this last dre^lful sMte : but here too the reader 
will prepare himself to see an Ideal npt sleeping in the sther like a birdof- 
paradise* but roosting as the common woed-fowT do, in an imperfect, nncomp 
fortable, more or less contemptible manner ! 

Abbot Hugo, as Jocelin, breaking at once into the heart of the business^ 
af^rises us, had in those days grown old, grown rather blind, and his eye» 
were somewhat darkened, aliguantulwm CHligaverunt oculiejus. He dwelt 
apart very much, in his Talamus or peculiar Chamber ; got into the handa. 
01 flatterers, a set of mealy-mouthed persons who strove to make the pasiiin|f 
boor easy for him — for him easy, and for themselves profitable ; accoroa- 
lating in the distance mere mountains of confusion. Old Dominus Hugo» 
■at inaccessible in this way, far in the interior, wrapped in his warm flannela 
and delusions.; inaccessible to sit voice of Fact ; and bad grew ever worse 
with ns. Not that onr worthy old Domntis Abbas was inattentive to th« 
divine oflices, or to the maintenance of a devout spirit in us or in himself ; 
but the Account-Books of the Convent fell into the frightfullest state, and 
Hugo's annual Budget grew yearly emptier, or filled with futile ezpecta^ 
lions, fatal deficit, wind and debts ! 

His one worldly care was to raise ready money ; snflScient for the day is. 
the evil thereof And bow he raised it : From usurious insatiable Jews ; 
every fresh Jew sticking on him like a fresh horseleech, sucking his and 
our life out ; crying continually, Give, Give ! Take one example instead of 
■cores. Our Camera having fallen into ruin, William the Sacristan received- 
charge to repair it ; strict charge, but no money ; Abbot Hugo would, and« 
indeed, could, give him no fraction of money. The Camera in ruins, and 
Hugo penniless and inaccessible, Willeknus Sacrists borrowed Forty Msrca 
(some Seven-and* twenty pounds), of Benedict the Jew, and peirhed op our 
Camera again. But the means of repaying him t There were no means* 
Hardly could Saeriata, Cellerurius^ or any public officer, get ends to meet,, 
on the indispensa blest scale, with, their shrunk allowances : ready money 
had vanished. 

Benedict*s Twenty- seven pounds grew rapidly at compoand-interest ;. 
and at length, when it had amounted to One hundred pounds, he, on a day 
of settlement, presents the account to. Hugo himself. Hugo already owed 
him another One hundred of his own ; and so here it has become Two hon* 
dred ! Hugo, in a fine phrensy, threatens to depose the Sacristan, to do this 
and do that ; but, in the meanwhile. How to quiet your insatiable Jew ? Hugo». 
ibr this couple of hundreds, grants the Jew his bond for Four hundred pay- 
able at the end of four years. At the end of four years there is, of course^ 
. ■till no money ; and the Jew now gets abend for Eight hundred and eighty 
pounds, ta be paid by instalments, Foor-score pounds oTery year. Hers 
was a way of doin^ business ! 

Neither yet is this insatiable Jew satisfied or settled with : he had papera 
tgainat as of **. small debts fourteen years old ;" bis modest' claim amounts. 
ioMl/lf to. "Twelie hundred pounds besides interest;*' and ens liepes> 
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he nerer got tatitfied in this world ; one almost hopes he was one of thoea 
beleaguered Jews who hanged themselves in York Castle shortly afterward, 
and had bis asances and quittances <od horseleech papers sammarily set 
fire to ! For approKimare justice wiH strive to accomplish itself ; if not in 
one wayi then in another. Jews^ and also Christiana and Heathena, who 
accumulate in this manner, though furnished with never so many parchments, 
do, at times, ** get their grinder-teeth successively polled out ot their bead, 
each day a new grinder," till they consent to disgorge again. A sad fact 
— worth reflecting on. 

loceiin, we see, is not without secularity : Oor Domhnu Abbas was 
intent enough on the divine offices ; but, then, his Account- Books — 1 One 
of the things that strike us most, throughout, in Jocelin's ChromcUt and, 
indeed, in Eadmer -s Angelftt, and other old monastic Books, written evidently 
by pious men, is this. That there is almost no mention whatever of ** personal 
religion*^ in them ; that the whole gist of their thinking and speculation 
seems to be the ** privileges of our order,^ ** strict exaction of our dues,** 
** Ood*a honour,** (meaning the honour of our Saint,) and so forth. Is not 
this singular ? A body of men, set apart for perfecting and purifying their 
own souls, do not seem disturbed about that in an? measure : the *' Ideal '* 
says nothing about its idea ; says much about finding bed and board for 
itetflf! How is this? 

Wt^, for one thing, bed and board are a matter very apt to come to 
speech : it is much easier to apeak of them than of ideas ; and they are 
sometimes much more pressing with some I Nay, for another thing, may 
not this religious reticence, in these devout good souls, be perhaps a merit, 
and sign of health in themi JoceHn^ Eadmer, and such religious men, 
have as yet nothing of " Methodism ;'* no Doubt, or even root of Doubt. 
Religion is not a diseased self-introspeciion, an agonizing inquiry : their 
duties are clear to them, the way of supreme good plain, indisputable, and 
they are. travelling on it. Religion lies over them like an all-embracing 
heavenly canopy, like an atmosj^ere and life-element, which is not spoken 
of, which in all thmgs is presupposed without speech. Is not serene or 
complete Religion the highest aspect of human nature ; as serene Cant, or 
complete No-religion, is the lowest and miserablesti Between which two, 
all manner of earnest Methodisms; introspections, agonizing inquiries, never 
BO morbid, shall play their respective parts, not without approbation. 

But let any reader fancy himself one of the Brethren in St. Edmunds- 
bnry Bilonastery under such circumstanees ! Hew can a Lord Abbot, all 
•tuck over with horseleeches of this nature, front the worldl He is fast 
losing his life-blood, and the Convent will be as one of Pharaoh's lean 
kine. Old monks of experience draw their hoods deeper down ; careful 
what they say : the monk*s first duty is obedience. Our Lord the King,, 
hearing of such work, sends down his Almoner to make investigations : but. 
what boots it 1 Abbot Hugo assembles us in Chapter ; asks, ** If there ist 
any complaint V* Not a soul of us dare answer, ** Yes, thousands !'* but 
we alf stand silent, and the Prior even sayathat things are in a very com- 
fortable condition. Whereupon old Abbot Hugo, tuniing to- the royal. mes*. 
•enger, says, ** You see !'* and the business terminates in that way. I, 
as a brisk-eyed, noticing youth and novice, could not help asking of the 
elders, asking of Magister Samson in particular. Why he, well-instructed 
and a knowing man, had not spoken out, and brought matters to a bearing t- 
M agister Samson was Teacher of the Novices, appointed to breed us up. 
to the rules, and 1 loved him well. *' Eili tnt," answered Samson, ** the 
burnt child.shuns the fire. Dost tirou not know oor Lord the Abbot sent me*, 
once to Acre in Norfolk, to solitary confinement and bread and water, 
already 1 The Hinghams, Hugo and Hobert, haye just got home front, 
banishment for speaking. This ia the hour of daxks)ftaa\.v\>.^Wxa. ^«(!&bs«^. 
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flatteren nile and are believad. Videat DomraUt let the Lord see, and 
jodge.*' 

Tn very truth what ceald poor old Abbot Hugo do 1 A frail old man ; 
and the Ptiilistines were upon him — thaC is to saj, the Hebrews. He 
bad nothing for it bat to shrink away from them ; get back into his warn 
flannela, into his warm delusions again. Happily before it was quite toa 
late, he bethought him of pilgriming to St. Thomas of Canterbury. He set 
out, with a tit train, in the autumn days of the year 1 180 ; near Rochester 
City his mule threw him, dislocated his poor kneepan, raised incurable in- 
flammatory fever ; and the poor oltf man got his- dismissal from the whole 
coil at once. St. Thomas k Beeket, though io a circuitous way, had brought 
deliverance ! Neither Jew usurers- nor grumbling monks, nor other im* 
portunate despicability of men or mud-elements, afflicied Abbot Hugo more ; 
but he dropped thia rosaries, closed his Account- Books, closed his old eyes,, 
and lay down into the long sleep. Heavy«laden hoary old Dominus Hugo, 
fare thee well. 

One thing we cannot mention without a due thrill of horror : uaraily, 
that, in the empty exchequer of Dominus Hugo, there was not foond one 

fenny to distribute to the Poor that they might pray for his soul ! By » 
ind of godsend. Fifty shillings did, in the very nick bf time, fall due, o» 
seem to fall due, from one of his Farmers, (the Firmariut de Palegrava,) 
•nd he paid it, and the Poor had it ; though, alas, this too only seemed to 
fall due, and we had it to pay again afterward. Dominus Hugo*s apart* 
ments were plundered by his servants, to the Ust portable stool, in a few 
minutes after the breath was out of his body. Forlorn old Hugo,, face thee 
well for ever. 



CHAPTER V. 

TWBLFTH CBNTUBT. 

OuE Abbot being dead, the Dominu* Rex, Henry n.,.or Ranulf 6m 
Glanvill. Justiciarius of England for him, set Inspectors or Coatodiars over 
us ; not in any breathless haste to appoint a new Abbot, our revenues 
coming into his own Scaccarium^ or royal Exchequer, in the meanwhile. 
They proceeded with some rigour, these Cusiodiars ; took written invento^ 
ries, clapped .on seals, exacted everywhere strict tale and measure: but 
wherefore should a living monk complain? The living monk has to do his dfr« 
Totional drill-exercise ; consume his allotted pitantia^ what we r*H pUttttce^ 
or ration of. victual ; and possess his soul in patience. 

Dim, as through a long vista of. Seven Centuries, dim and very atraogt 
looke that monk-life to us.; the/ ever-surprising circumatance this, That it 
is aifafit and no dream, that we see it there, and gaze into .the very eyes of 
it* Sineke rises daily from those culinary, chimney-throats;, there are 
living human beings there, who chant, loud- braying, their matina, nonest 
vespers ;.. awakening echoes, not to. the boddy ear alone. St. £dmond*s 
Shrine, perpetually illuinioaied,.glows xuddy through the Night, and tbroogli 
the liigjui of Centuries withal ; Si. EUmundsbury Town paying yemny 
Forty pounda for. thi|i,t express end. Bella clang out ; on great occasions^ 
all the bells We have Pjocessious, Preachings, Festivals, Christmas 
Plays, Mysteries shown in the Churchyard,, at which latter the Townafolk 
sometimes quarrel. Time was. Time ia, as Friar. Bacon's Bass Head* 
remarked ; and withal Time will be. There, are three T/snses, TemforOp 
OE Times ; and there is one Eternity ; «iid as for us. 

We are such stuff ai Dresaas ars made off 
*i|rasi Head, I snppose 7 
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Indisputable, tboagh very dim to modem vision, rests on its hiU«s1ope 
that same Bury, Siow, or Town of St. Edmund ; already a considerable placOi 
not without traffic, nay, manoFactures, would Jocelin only tell us what. 
Jocelin is totally careless of telling: but, through dim fitful apertures, we 
' can see FuUoneSf " Fullers,^' see cloth-making ; tooms dimly going, dye- vats, 
and old women spinning yam. We have Fairs too, NuniiiuB, in due 
course ; snd the Londoners give us ihuch trouble, pretending that they, as 
a metropolitan people, are eiempt from toll. Besides, there is Field-hus- 
bandry,with perplexed settlement of Convent rents : corn-ricks pile thembelvee 
within burgh, in their season ; and cattle depart snd enter ; and even the 
poor weaver baa his cow — *> dung-heapa*^ lying quiet at most doors, (anU 
fara9, says the incidential Jocelin,) for tbe Town has no improved police. 
Watch and ward, nevertheless, we do keep, and have Gktes — as what Town 
roust not ; thieves so abounding ; war, werra, such a frequent thing ! Our 
thieves, at the Abbotts judgment bar, deny ; claim wager of battle ; 6ght, 
are beaten, and then hanged. " Ketel, the thief,*' took this course ; ai^ it 
did nothing for him — merely brought us, and, indeed, himself, new trouble ! 

Every way a moet foreign Time. What difficultv, for example, has our 
Cdlerariut to collect the repselver, *' reaping silver," or penny, which each 
householder is by law bound to pay for cutting down this Convent grain ! 
Richer people pretend that it is commuted, that it is this and the other ; 
that, in short, they will not pay it. Our OeUerarius gives up calling on the 
rich. In the houses of the poor our Cellerartus, finding, in like manner, 
neither penny nor good promise, snatches, without ceremony, what vadium 
(pledge, loffd) he can come at : a joint- stool, kettle, nay, the very house-door> 
** kuHum ;" and old women, thus exposed to the unfeeling gaze of the pub- 
lic, rush out after him with their distafis and the angriest shrieks : **vetultt 
exibant cum catiM ««m«," says Jocelin, ^ fmaante< tt exjfrobrarUes.** 

What an historical pictare, glowing visible, as St Edmund's Shrine by 
night, after Seven long Centuries or so ! Vehda cum coHm : My venerable 
ancient spinning gramlmotbers — ah, and ye too have to shriek, and rash 
out with your distaffs ; and become Female Chartists, and scold all evening 
with void doorway ; and in old Saxon, as we in modem, would fitin demaad 
some Five-point Charter, could it be fallen in with, the Earth being too ty- 
rannous! Wise Ijord Abbots, hearing of such phenomena, did in time abo- 
lish or commute the reap-penny, and one nuisance was abated. But the image 
of these justly-offended old women, in their old wool costumes, with their angry 
features, and spindles brandished, lives for ever in the historical memory. 
Thanks to thee, Jocelin Boswell. Jerusalem was tsken by tbe Crusaders, 
and again lost by them ; and Richard Ccsur-de-Lion ** veiled his face" as he 
passed in sight of it : but how many other things went on the while ! 

Thus, too, our trouble with the Lakenheath eela is very great. King 
Knut, namely, or rather his Queen, who also did herself honour by honouring 
St. Eidmund, decreed bv authentic deed, yet extant on parchment,, that the 
Hoklers of the Town Fields, once Beodric*s, should, for one thing, go year- 
Iv and catch us four thousand eels in the marsh- pools of Lackenheath. 
Well, thej went, they continued to go ; but, in later times, got into the way 
of returning with a most short account of eels. Not the due six-score 
apiece ; no. Here are two-score. Here are twenty, ten — sometimes. Here 
are none at all ; Heaven help us, we could catch no more, they were not 
there ! What is a distressed CeUarartut to do 1 We agree that each Holder , 
of so many acres shall pay one penny yearly, and let co the eels as too slippe- 
ry. But, alas ! neither is this quite effectual : the Fields, in my time, have 
got divided among so many hands, there is no catching of ihtm either ; I 
have known our Cellarer get seven<and-tweoty pence formerly, and now it 
is much if he get ten pence farthing, {vix decern denarioM et oMum.) And 
then their iheep, which they are btMind to fold nightly in our pena^ for the 
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mauure*8 .sake ; and, I fear, do not always fold : ^nd their aver^nmes, slid 
their avragiums, and their fod^r-cona^ and niill-and-market dues ! Thus, 
in its undeniable but dim manner, does old St. Eldmundsbury spin and till, 
and laboariously keep its pot boiling, and St. £dmand*8 Shrine lighted, un- 
der such conditions and averages as it can. 

How much is still alive in England ; how much has notyetcome into life ! 
A Feudal Aristocracy is still alive, in the prime of life ; superintending the 
aolttvation of the land, and less consciously the distribution of the pndoce 
of the land, the adjustment of the quarrels of the land ; judging, soldiering, 
adjusting ; everywhere governing the people — so that even a Gurth boni 
thrall of Cedric lacks not his due parings of the pigs he tends. Govern- 
ing ; and, alas ! also game-preserving, so that a Robert Hood, a William 
Scarlet, and others, have, in these days, put on Lincoln coats, and taken to 
living, in some universal-suffrage manner, under the greenwood tree ! 

How silent, on the other hand, lie all cotton-trades and such-like ; not a 
steeple-chimney yet got on end from sea to sea ! North of the Humber, a 
stem WiUelmus Conquestor burnt the Country, finding it unruly, into veiy 
stern repose. Wild foul scream in those ancient silences, wild cattle roeon 
in those ancient solitudes : the scanty sulky Norse-bred population all coerced 
into silence — feeling that, under these new Norman Governors, their histo- 
ry has as good as ended. Men and Northumbrian Norse populations knowr 
little what has ended, what is but beginning ! The Ribble and the Aire roll 
down, as yet unpolluted by dyers' chemistry ; tenanted by merry treats and 
piscatory otters ; the sunbeam and the vacant windVblast alone traversing 
those moors. Side by side sleep the coal-strata and the ii en-strata for so- 
many ages ; no Steam-Demon has yet risen smoking into bemg. Saint 
Mungo rules in Glasgow ; James Watt still slumbering in the deep of time. 
Mancunimnt Manceaster, what we now call Manchester, spins no cotton 
— if it be not rood *' cottons," clipped from the backs of mountain sheep. 
The Creek of the Mersey gurgles, twice in the four-and- twenty houra, wilb 
eddying brine, clangorous with sea-fowl ; and is a Lt^^-Pool, a lazy or 
sullen Pool, no monstrous pitchy City, and Sea-haven of the world ! The 
Centuries are big ; and the birth-hour is coming, not yet come. Ten^UM 
ferax, tempos ediax rerum. 



CHAPTER VI. 

MONK SAMSON. 

Within doors, down at the hill-foot, in ovr Convent here, we are a peculiar 
people — hardly conceivable in the Arkwright Corn-law ages, of mere Spin- 
ning Mills and Joe-Mantons ! There is yet no Methodism among us, and 
we speak much of Secularities : no Methodism ; our Religion is not yet • 
horrible restless Doubt, still less a far horribler composed Cant ; but • 
great heaven-high Unquestionability, encompassing, interpenetrating the*' 
whole of Life. Imperfect as we may be, we are here, with our liianiet^ 
shaven crowns, vows of poverty, to testify incessantly and indisputably to 
every heart. That this Earthly Life, and its riches and possessions, and 
good and evil hap, are not intrinsically a reality at all, but are a shadow of rea- 
Hiies eternal, infinite ; and this Time-world, as an air-image, fearfully ens- 
bUmoHe^ plays snd flickers in the grand still mirror of Eternity ; and men'e 
little Life has Duties that are great, that are slone great, and go up to HeaTen 
and down to Hell. This, with our poor litanies, we testify and straggle 
to testify. 

Which, testified or not, remembered by all men, or forgotten by all men, 

does verily remain the fact, even in Arkwright Joe-Manton ages f Bat it 

Is IneMkulabh, wrfoen litanies have grown obsolete ; when fodt^-eomM, evre- 
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^utM, Btid all bnman dues and reciprocities have been fully chan^d into 
Otie great due uf cath payment ; and man^s duty to man reduces itself to 
handing biro certain metal coins, or covenanted money-wages, and then 
ahovmg him out of doors ; and man's duty to God becomes a cant, a doubt, 
a dim inanity, a ** pleasure of virtue," or such-like ; and the thing a man 
does infinitely fear (the real Hdl of a man) is, ** that he do not make money 
«nd advance himself,** — I say, it is incalculable what a change has intro* 
^uced itself everywhere into human affairs ! How human affairs shall now 
virculate everywhere, not healthy life-blood in them, but, as it were, a de- 
testable copperas banker's ink ; and all is grown acrid, divisive, threatening 
^dissolution ; and the huge tumultuous Life of Society is galvsnic, devil-rid* 
^en, too truly possessed by a devil ! For, in short, Mammon is not a god 
at all. but a devil, and even a very despicable devil. Follow the Devil 
faithMly, you are sure enough to go to the Devil : whither else can you 
go 1 In such situations, men look back with a kind of mournful recogni- 
tion even on poor limited Monk-figures, with their poor litanies ; and reflect, 
with Ben Jonson, that soul is indispensable, some degree of soul, even to 
«ave yon the expense of salt ! 

For the rest, it must foe owned we Monks of St. Edmnndsbury are but 
ft limhed class of creatures, and seem to have a somewhat dull life of it. 
Much gives to idle gossip ; having, indeed, no other work, when our chant- 
ing is over. Listless gossip, for most part, and a mitigated slander ; the 
fruit of idleness, not of spleen. We are dull, insipid men, many of us ; 
easy-minded ; whom prayer and digestion of food will avail for a life. We 
have to receive all strangers in our Convent, atid lodge tbem gratis ; such 
and such sorts go by rule to the Lord Abbot and his special revenues ;• 
such and such to us and our poor Cellarer, however straitened. Jews them- 
selves send their wives and little ones hither in war-time, into our Fitan' 
ceria; where they abide safe, with due pittances — for a consideration. 
We have the fairest chances for collecting news. Some of us have a turn 
for readmg Books ; for meditation, silence ; at times we even write Books. 
Some of us can preach, in English- Saxon, in Norman French, and even in 
Monk-Latin ; others cannot in any language or jargon, being stupid. 

Failing all else, what gossip about one another ! This is a perennial 
fesource. How one hooded head applies itself to the ear of another, and 
•rhispers — iacenda. Willelmus Sarrista, for instance, what does he night- 
ly, over in that 6acristry of his ? Frequent bibations, **frequentes bibattones 
€t quadatn tacenda" — eheu 1 We hai e ** tempora minutionist** stated sea- 
sons of blood letting, when we are all let blood together ; and then there is a 
•general free-*oonference. a -sanhedrim of clatter, ror all our vow of poverty, 
we can byrule amass to the extent of ** two shillings ;" but it is to be given 
•to o&r necessitous kindred, or in charity. Poor Monks ! Thus too a certain 
Canterbury Monk was in the habit of ** slipping, ctanculo from his sleeve,*' 
4ve shillings into the band of his mother, when she caa.e to see him, at 
the divine ot^cos, -every two months. Once, slipping the money clandestine- 
ly, jusi in the act of taking leave, he slipped it not into her hand, but on the 
floor, and aiMMber had it ; whereupon the poor Monk, coming to know it, 
looked mere despair for some days ; till Lanfranc, the noble Archbishop, 
questioning his secret from him, noMy tnade the sum seven shillings,* and 
said. Never mind ! 

One Monk of a taciturn nature distinguishes himself amonff these babbling 
ones : the name of him Samson ; be that atiswered JoceTin, ** Fili mi^ a 
burnt child shuns the fire.** They call him ** Norfolk Barrator,*^ or litigious 
person ; for, indeed, being of grave taciturn ways, he is not universally a 
£iTOurite ; he has been in trouble more than once. The reader is desired 
to mark this Monk. A personable man of seven-and- forty ; stoat-made, 

* Eadmeri Hist B. 
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Btands erect as a pillar ; with bushy eyebrows, the eyes of him beaming into 
yoo iD a really strange way ; the face oiassiTe, grave, with ** a very eminent 
nose ;** bis head almost bald, its auburn remnants of hair, and the copioo* 
raddy beard, getting slightly streaked with gray. This is Brother Samson ; 
a man worth looking at. 

He is from Norfolk, as the nickname indicates ; from Tottington, in Nor- 
folk, Hs we guess ; the son of poor parents there. He has told me, Jocelin, 
for I loved him much. That once in his ninth year he had an alarming 
dream ; as, indeed, we are all somewhat given to dreaming here. Little 
Samson, lying uneasily in his crib at Tottington, dreamed that he saw the 
Arch Enemy m person, just alighted in front of some grand building, with 
outspread bat-wings, and stretching forth detestable clawed hands to grip 
him, little Samson, and fly off with him : whereupon the little dreamer 
shrieked desperate to St. Edmund for help, shrieked and again shrieked ; 
and St Edmund, a reverend heavenly figure, did come — and, indeed, poor 
little Samson's mother, awakened by bis shrieking, did come ; and th« 
Devil and the Dream both fled away fruitless. On the morrow his mother, 
pondering such an awful dream, thought it were good to take him over to 
St. Edmund's own Shrine, and pray with him there. See, said lirtle 
Samson at sight of the Abbey-Gate ; see, mother, this is the building I 
dreamed of! His poor mother dedicated him to St Edmund — lefi him 
there with prayers and tears : what better could she dot The eipositioa 
of the dream. Brother Samaon uaed to say, was this : DiaboUu with out- 
spread bat- wings shadowed forth the pleasures of this world, volupUlcM 
kujut MBCuli^ which were about to snatch and fly away with me, had not 
St. Edmund flung hia arms round me, that is to say, made me a monk of 
bis. A monk, accordingly, Brother Samson is ; and here to this day wbero 
his mother left him. A learned man, of devout grave nnture ; has studied 
at Paris, baa taught in the Town ^*chools here, and done much else ; can . 
preach in three languages, and, like Dr. Caius, " has had losses" in hia time.* 
A thoughtful, firm-standing man ; much loved by some, not loved by all ; 
bis clear eves flashing into you in an almost inconvenient way ! 

Abbot Hugo, as we said, had his own difficulties with him ; Abbot Hugo 
had him in prison once, to teach him what authority was, and how to dread 
the fire in future. For Brother Samson, in the time of the Antipopes, bad 
been sent to Rome on business ; and, returning successful, was too late 
•—the business had all mjsgone in the interim? As tours to Rome are 
atill frequent with ua English, perhaps the reader will not grudge to look 
at the method of travelling thither in those remote ages. We happily have, 
in small compass, a personal narrative of it. Through the clear eyes and 
memory of Brother Samson, one peeps direct into the very bosom of that 
Twelfth Century, and finds it rather curious. The actual Papa, Ftfther, 
or universal Preaident of Christendom, as yet not grown chimerical, eat 
there ; think of that only ! Brother Samson went to Rome as to the real 
Light-fountain of this lower world ; we now —1 But let us hear Brother 
Samson, as to his mode of travelling : 

** You know what trouble I had for that Church of Woolpit ; how I was 
despatched to Rome in the time of the Schism between Pope Aieiander 
and Octavian : and paased through Italy at that season, when all clergy 
carrying letters for our Lord Pope Alexander were laid hold of. and some 
were clapped in priaon, some hanged ; and some, with nose and lips cut off^ 
were sent forward to our Lord the Pope, for the disgrace and confusion of 
him, (tn detUcusel confusionetn ejus.) I, however, pretended to be Scotch, 
MJxf pvitJng on the garb of a Scotchman, and takmg the gesture of one, 

/* A tbitDrs CmJnt in the Merry Wives of 'WlnAtott \ te noi t«co\\«c\ ^iA. vtvv. 
mAm' ir MM about bit bmring had losses. This U wYndL Dof^YMirn «k^« ot\^kuH€d Y^ 
MacA Abo About NothiDg, 



wmlked along; and when. anybody ihocked at me, I Wonld 1>raodiiih my 
itaff in the manner of that wjpapon they call gaveloe,* uttering commmatory 
words after the way of the Scotch. To those that met and questioned me 
who I was, I made no answer but. Ride, ride Rome ; tume Caniwerebtfrei.f 
Thus did I, to conceal myself and my errand, and get safer to Rome under 
the guise of a Scotchman. 

** Haying at last obtained a Letter from our Lord the Pope according td 
my wishes, I turned homeward again. *I had to pass through a certain 
strong town on my road ; and lo, the soldiers thereof surrounded me, seiz- 
ing me, and saying : "This vagabond, (^te solivagus^) who pretends to be 
Scotch^ is either a spy> or has Letters from the false Pope Alexander." 
And while they examined every stitch and >ag of me, my If^gings, {cal^aSf) 
breeches, and even the old shoes that I carried over my shoulder in the way 
of ti^ Scotch — I put my hand into the leather scrip I wore, wherein oar 
Lord the Pope*s Letter lay, close by a little jug (ciffus) I had for drinking 
out of ; and the Lord God so pleasing, and St. Edmund, I got out both ths 
Letter and the jug together ; in such a way that, extending my arm aloft, t 
held the Letter hidden between jug and hand : they saw the iug, but the 
Letter they saw not. And thus I escaped out of their hands in the name 
of the Lord. Whatever money I had, they took from me ; wherefore I had 
to beg' from door to door, without any payment {sine omni expensa) till I 
came to England a^ain. But hearing that tho Woolpit Church >^as already 
given to Geoflrey Riddell, my soul was struck with sorrow because I had 
laboured ifi vain. Coming home, therefore, I sat me down secretly ut/der 
the Shrine of St. Edmund, fearing lest out Lord Abbot should aei^e and 
imprison me, though I had done no mischief ; nor was there a monk who ' 
durst speak to me, nor a laic who durst bring me food except by stpalth.**!|: 

Such resting and welcoming found Brother Samson, with his worn solfra 
and strong heart ! He eits siretrt, revolving m^ny thoughts, at the foot of 
St. Edmund's Shrine. In the wide Earth, if it be not Saint Edmund, what 
friend or refuge has he 1 OUr Lord Abbot, hearing of him, sent the proper 
officer to lead him down to prison, clap ^* foot-gyves on him" there. An- 
other poor official furtively brought him a cup of wine ; bade him ** be 
comforted in the Lord." Samson litters no complaint ; obeys in silence. 
'' Our Ijord Abbot, taking counsel of it, banished me to Acre, and there 
I had to stay long." 

Our I^rd Abbot next tried Samson with promotions ; made him Sub- 
sacristan, made him Librarian, which he liked best of all, being passionately 
fond of Books : Samson, with many thoughts in him, again obeyed in 
silence ; discharged his offices to perfection, but never thanked our Lord 
Abbot — seemed rather as if looking into him with those clear eyes of his. 
Whereupon Abbot Hugo said, Se uunqttam vidisse^ he had never seen such 
a man ; whom no severity would break to complain, and no kindness sofieft 
into smiles or thanks : a questionable kind of man ! 

' In this way, not without troubles, but still in an erect clear-standinj 
manner, has Brother Samson reached his forty-seventh year ; and his ruddy 
beard is getting slightly grizzled. He is endeavouring, in these days, to 
have various broken things thatched in ; nay, perhaps to have tho Choir it- 
self completed, for he can bear nothing ruinous. He has gathered ** heaps 
of lime and sand ;" has masons, slaters working, he and Warinus tnonackuw 
noster, who are joint keepers of the Shrine ; paying out the money dul^ 
— furnished by charitable burghers of St. Edmundsbury, they say. Chan- 

• Javelin, minile pike. Qwttloe ii still the Scotch name for erowhar. 

t Does this mean " Borne for ever ; Canterbury not" ^^\dc\ic\«im%wv"W!^^%v%«J^^ 
macy over us) ? Mr. Jtokewood is silent. Dryasduil wou\^ ^xVv^ «q^a&iu.«*-^^ 
tbe eoune of a week or two of talking : did one dare V> c^ttiKiou'Vi^ak^ 
/ JoemlinJ ChnnSctt, p. M. 
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able burghers of St. Edmundsbury 1 To me, Jocelin, it seemf ra^er, 
Samson aud Warinus, whom he leads, have privily hoarded the oblatioiM 
at the Shrine itself, in these late years of indolent dilapidation, while Abbot 
Hugo sat vrrapped inaccessible ; and are struggling, in this prudent way, to 
have the rain kept out !* Under what conditions, sometimes, has Wisdom 
to struggle with Folly ; get Folly persuaded to so much as thatch out tho 
Tain from itself ! For, indeed, if the Infant govern the Norse, what dexter- 
ous practice on the Nurse's part will not be necessary ! 

It is a new regret to ua that, in these circumstsnces, our Lord the King's 
Custodiars, interfering, prohibited all building or thatching from whatever 
source ; and no Choir shall be completed, and Rain and Time, for the 
present, shall have their way^ Willelmus Sacrista, he of *' the frequent 
bibaiions and some things not to be spoken of;*' he, with his red nose, I 
am of opinion, had made complaint to the Custodiars ; wishing to do $am- 
aon an ill turn : Samson his iS>u6-sacristan, with those clear eyes, could 
not be a prime favourite of his ! Samson again obeys in silence. 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE CANVASSING. 

Now, however, come great news to St. Edmundsbury : That there is to be 
an Abbot elected ; that our interlunar obscuration is to cease ; St. Edmund'a 
Convent no more to be a doleful widow, but joyous and once again a bride ! 
Often in our widowed state had we prayed to the Lord and St. £dmqnd*e 
singing weekly a matter of** one-and-twenty penitential Psalms, on our knees 
in the Choir,** that a ht Pastor might be vouchsafed us. And, says Jocelisy 
had some known what Abbot we were to get, they had not been so devout, 
I believe ! Bozzy Jocelin opens to mankind the flood-gates of authentic 
Convent gossip ; we listen, as in a Dionysins* Ear, to the inanest hubbub* 
like the voices at YirgiPs Horn-Gale of Dreams. Even gossip, seven 
centuries off, has significance. List, list, how like men are to one another 
in all centuries : 

** Dixit quidam de quodanit A certain person said of a certain person, 

* He, that Frater^ is a good monk, probabilis persona ; knows much of the 
order and customs of the church ; and, though not so perfect a philosopher 
as some others, would make a very good Abbot. Old Abbot Ording, still 
famed among us, knew little of letters. Besides, as we read in Fables, it 
is better to choose a log for king, than a serpent, never so wise, that will 
venomously hiss and bite his subjects.' * Impossible !' answered the other ; 

* How can such a man make a sermon in the chapter, or to the people on 
festival days, when he is without letters ! How can he have the skill to 
bind and to loose, he who does not understand the Scriptures 1 How — V " 

And then ** another said of another, alitts de alio, * That Fraier is a hama 
lit raluSf eloquent, sagacious ; vigorous in discipline ; loves the Convent' 
much, has suffered much for its sake.' To which a third party answers^ 

* From all your great clerks good Lord deliver us ! From Norfolk barra- 
tors, and surly persons. That it would please thee to preserve us. We be- 
seech thee to hear us, good Lord !' Then another quidam said of ano- 
ther quodamy *■ That Frater is a good manager {husebondus) ;' but was swiftly 
answered, * God forbid that a man who can neither read nor chant, nor cele« 
brate the divine offices, an unjust person withal, and grinder of the faces of the 
poor, should ever be Abbot !' " One man, it sppears, is nice in his victuals. 
Another is indeed wise ; but apt to slight inferiors ; hardly at the pains to 
answer, if they argue with him too foolishly. And so each aliqvtu con- 
«erning his aliquo — through whole pages of electioneering babble. " For/' 

* Jocellnl Chronica, p. 7. 
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•ajTi loeelio^ ** So many men, as many minds.'* Our Monks ** at time of 
blood-lelting, tempore minutionig,^* holding their sanhedrim of babble, would 
talk in this manner : Brother Samson; I remarked, never said anything ; sat 
silent, sometimes smiling ; but he took good note of what others said, and 
would brin^ it up, on occasion, twenty years after. As for me, Jocelin,^! 
was of opinion that ** some skill in Dialectics, to distinguish true from false,** 
would be ^ood in an Abbot. I spake, as a rash Novice in those days» 
some conscientious words of a certain benefactor of mine ; ** and behold, ono 
of these sons of Belial " ran and reported them to him, so that he neveir 
after looked at me with the same face again ! Poor Bozzy ! 

Such is the buzz and frothy simmering ferment of the general mind andi 
no-raind ; struggling to '* make itself up,** as the phrase is, or ascertain what 
it does really want : no easy matter, in most cases. St. Edmundsbury, in 
that Candlemas season of the year 1182, is a busily fermenting place. 
The very clothmakers sit meditative at their looms, asking. Who shall be 
Abbot 1 The sochemanni speak of it, driving there ox-teams afield ; th# 
eld wom^H with their spindles : and none yet knows what the days will bring 
ibrth. 

The Prior, however, as our interim chief, most proceed to work ; get ready 
'''Twelve Monks,'* and set off with them to his Majesty at Waltham, there 
•hall the election be made. An election, whether managed directly by ballot- 
box on pabtic-hustini^s, or indirectly by force of public opinion, or were it even 
by open ale-houses, landlords* coercion, popular club-law, or whatever electoral 
methods, is always an interesting phenomenun. A mountain tumbling in 
great travail, throwing qp dust-clouds and absurd noises, is visibly thei^^;. 
uncertain yet what mouse or monster it will give birth to. 

Besides, it is a most important social act ; nay, at bottom, the one ino^<Mw 
tant social act. Given the men a People choose, the People itself, in ita 
exact worth and worthlessness, is given. A heroic- people chooses heroes, 
and is happy ; a valet or flunkey people chooses sham- heroes, what are called 
quacks, thinking them heroes, and is not happy. The grand summary of a 
man*s spiritual condition, what brings out all his herohood and insight, or all 
his flunkeyhood and born-eyed dimness, is this question put to him,. What 
man dost thou honour ? Which is thy ideal of a man ; or nearest that % 
So too of a people : for a People too, every People, speaks its choice — 
were it only by silently obeying and not revolting — ^in the course of a cen-^ 
tury or so. Nor are electoral methods, Reform-bills, and such-like, unim- 
portant. APeopIe*s electoral methods are, in the long-run, the express 
image of its electoral talent ; tending and gravitating perpetually, irresisti- 
bly, to a conformity with that : and are, at all stages, very significant of the 
People. Judicious readers, of these times, are not disinclined to see how 
Monks elect their Abbot in the Twelfth Century : how the St. Edmunds- 
bury mountain manages its midwifery ; and what mouse or man the outcome 



CHAPTER VIII. 

TAB KLBCTION. 

AccovDiNGLT OUT PrioT assembles us in Chapter ; and, we adjuring him 
before Qod to do justly, nominates, not by our selection, yet with our assent. 
Twelve Monks, moderately satisfactory. Of whom are Hugo Third-Prior, 
Brother Dennis a venerable man, Walter the Medieus, Samson SulMraerista, 
and other esteemed characters — though Willelmos Saerista^ of the red nose, 
too is one. These shall proceed straightway to Watthara ; elect the Abbot 
as they may or can. Monks are sworn to obedience ; must not speak too 
feud, under penalty of foot-gyves, limbo, and bread and water : yet monki 



loo woulJ know whal it ii Ihay nie obfyiug. Thn St, Edmundsbuty Com- 
muntiy bia no huHings. ballol-boi. indeed do opeo Toting : jei, by Turioai 
TSgue mnnipulalioni. pulse- feel mgs. we (truggle toucerLam whaiiw Tinml 

This question, however, risen ; aUe, a quite preliminary qopation : Will 
the Daminiti Rex allow ua to chooie freely ! It ii id be hopBd i Well, if 
M, we anen to chooae one of our own Conient. U not. If The Dotltiiot 
Sa mil force s sinner on us, we dvcide on demurriag, the Prior and hn 
TweWs (hall ilenlur : we can appeal, plead, Feinonalrale : appeal e>sn IB 
the Pope, hot trust ii will not be necesHry. Then there ie thla oljier qoe*- 
tion, raiaed by Brother SamMin ; What if Ibe Thirteen ahould not ifirm- 
aeltea ba able to agree ! Brother Samson Su6«ofri»(o, oae remnrka, ii 
teajy ofteneat tvjth some question, some auggeslioK. thai has wiailoin in it. 
Though a serveiit of servantt. and saying lilile, hia wonja all tell, haTJiig 
sense in Ihem j it seems by his light mainly that we steer ourseliM ia thii 
great dimneia. ^ 

What if iha ThirMenahould not themeelTes be able to agree T SpellM 
Samaoi), and advise. Could not, hints Samson. Sii lif our veneiabh^^^ 
sideia be chosen by us, a kind of Electoral committee, here and now : nH 
these, " with their liand on the GiHpela, with their eve on Ihe Saerosamld,^^ 
we take oath that iheywill do rallhrull* ; let Ihese.'ln secret and aa beTorv 
God, agree on Three whom they reckon Gtteat ; write there namai in S 
pHper, nnd deliver the same sealed, forthwith, to llie Thirteen : one of 
Ihoae Three Ihe Thirteen shan )ii on, If permitted. If not permitted, that 
is to say. if the Drmjiut Rex force us to demur—the Paper shall |-~ 
brought back unopened, and publicly burned, that do man'a secret bung hi 

So Samson sdviiea. so we act ; wisely, i 
(he business. Our electoral commiitee, iU.eyc un the SacTOiaiicIa, m 
■oou DBOied, soon sworn ; and we. aitiking up the Fifth Psalm, '■ Verba n ' 
"QWe Bar udId my wordk. O Lotd, 
K} meditation weigh," 
■lareh out chanting, and leave the Six to their work in the Chapter hi ,^ 
Their work, before long, they announce as finished : they, with their ey* 
on the Sacrosnncta, imprecating the Lord to weigh and tritnees Uleit 
■nedilalion. hRve fined on Tht<-e Nimes. and written them in this Sealed 
Paper. Let Samson Subasertsia, general servant of the parly, lake charge 
pf it. On the morrow morning our Prior and his Twelve will be ready 1%^ 
gel under way. 

This, then, is the ballot-hiu snd electotat winnowing-macbina [hey ha*i 
at Sr. Edmundsbury : a mmd fiied on the Thrice Holy, an appeal to G 
on high lu witness their meditalion ; bj far the best, and. indeed, the oi 
good electoral win no wing- machine —if men have souls in (hem. TolslijT 
woithless. It IS true, end even hideous and poisonous, if men b*>e no saula. 
But without sool, alas '. what winiiowing-machine in human eleeiiona can b« 
I Slick faal, the mournfiiU 

icen set forth ; or rather 
oor rnor and Kleven ; lor HanipiOTi. aa general aervanl of the parly, hu 
to linger, seliling many thing. M length he loo gels upon ihe road : and, 
'.< GBiiyiiig Ihe sealed Paper in a leaihei pouch hung roiinil hia neck : and 
/roeciim bajuiant in ulnia" (ihanka lo thee. Buzzy Jocelin,) " hia frock- 
skirls looped over his elbow." showing siibsianlial stern-works, tram|w 
■tOUlly along. Awsy across the Keaih. not jet of Newi 
-"--'—*-- — - T F^eBm^^lkB and DeviVa-flike, ni 
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sxkI the fiishop of Wincbefter*t House there, for his Majesty is in that. 
Brother Samson, as purse-bearer, has the reckoning always, when there is 
one, to pay ; " delays a^ numerous,*' progress none of the swiftest. 

But, in the Solitude of the Convent, Destiny thus big and in her birth* 
time, what gossiping, what babbling, what cfreaming of dreams ! The 
aecret of the Three our electoral elders alone know : some Abbot we shall 
have to govern us ; but which Abbot, Oh, which ! One Monk discerns, in a 
vision of the night-watches, that we shall get an Abbot of our own body, 
without needing to deknur : a prophet appeared to him clad all in white, 
and said, ** Ye shall have one of yours, and he will rage among you like a 
wolf, stetiet ui lupus." Verily ! then which of ours ? Another Monk now 
dreams : he has seen clearly which ; a certain Figure taller by head and. 
shoulders than the other tWo, dressed in alb and paJliunij and with thtf^ 
attitude of one about to fight ; which tall figure a wise Editor would rather 
not name at this stage of the business 1 Enough that the vision is true ;. 
that Saint Edmund himself, pale and awful, seemed to rise from his Shrine, 
with naked feet, and say audibly, " He, ille, shall veil my feet ;" which 
part of the vision also proves true. Such guessing, visioning, diln perscra- 
tation of the momentous future : the very clothmakers, old woman, ail. 
townsfolk speak of it, " and more than once it is reported in St. Edmnnds- 
bary, This one ia elected ; and then. This one and That -other.*'' Who. 
knows 1 

But now, sure enough, at Waltham, ** on the Second Sunday of Quadra--- 
gesima,** whioh Dryasdust declares to mean the 22d day of February,, 
year 1182, Thirteen St. Edmundsbury Monks are at last seen procession- 
ing toward the Winchester Manor-house; and in some high Presence- 
chamber, and Hall of State, set access to Henry II. in all his glory. What, 
a Hall — ^not imaginary in toe least, but entirely real and indisputable,, 
though so extremely dim to us : sunk in the deep distances of Night ! The 
Winchester Manor-house has fled bodily, like a Dream of the old Night ; 
not Dryasdust himself can show a wreck of it. House and people, royal 
and episcopal, lords and varlets, where are they t Why therCf I say. Seven 
Centuries ojQf ; sunk so far in the Night, there they are ; peep through the 
blankets of the old Night, and thou wilt see ! King Henry himself is visibly 
there, a vivid, noble-looking man, with grizzled beard, in glittering uncertain 
costume; with earls round him, and bishops and dignitaries,. in the like.. 
The Hall is large, and has for one thing an altar near it — chapel and altar 
adjoining it ; but what gilt seats, carved tables, carpeting of rush-cloth, 
what arras-hangings, and a huge fire of logs : alas, ii has Human Life in 
it ; and is not that the grand miracle, in what hangings or costume soever I 

The Dominus Rex, ^nignantly leceiving our Thirteen with their obei- 
sance, and graciously declaring that he will strive to act for God's honour 
and the Church's good commands, **by the Bishop of Winchester and 
Geoffrey the Chancellor,** — Galfridus CanceUariuSy Henry's and the Fair 
Rosamond's authentic Son present here ! coininaiids *" That they, the said 
Thirteen, do now withdraw, and fix upon Three from their own Monastery.*' 
A work soon done ; the Three hanging ready round l^ainson's neck, in that 
leather pouch of his. Breaking the seal, we find the names — what thifik 
ye of It, ye higher dii^nitaries, thou indolent Prior, thou Willelmus Saerista 
with the red hDtile-nose 1 the names, in this order : of Samson SubsactistOy 
of Roger the distressed Cellarer, of Hugo Tertius- Prior. 

The higher dignitaries, all omitted here, *' flush suddenly red in the face ;** 
but have nothing to say One curious fact and question certainly is. How 
Hugo, Third- Prior, who was of the electral coinmittee, came to nominate 
himself as one of the Three ! A curious fact, which Hugo Tb ird- Prior.- 
has never yet entirely explained, that I know of! However, we return,, 
and report to the King our Three names, merely altering thA Q\d«.t^ v^^- 
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ting Samson last, as lowest of all. The King, at recitation of onr ThvM^ 
asks us; ** Who are they 1 Were they bom in my domain 1 Totally 
unknown to mel You mast nommate three others." Whereupon Willel- 
mns Sacrista says, " 04ir Prior must be named, quia caput notirum est, bmnji 
already our head.** And the Prior responds, WUIelmus Sacrista is a nl 
man, bonus vir estt^ for all his red nose. Tickle me, Toby, and 1*11 tickls 
Ibee ! Vennrable Dennis too is named ; none in his conscience can say 
nay. There are now Six on our List. ** Well,** said the King, **-they have 
done it swiftly, they ! Deus est cumeis^** The Monks withdraw again ; 
and Majesty revolves, for a little, with his P^res and Episcapi, Lords oc 
*^ Law-wards '* and Soul-Overseers, t^e thoughts of the- royal breast. Tho 
Monks wait silent in an outer room. 

In short while they are next ordered To add yet another tbrae, bat 
not from their own Convent ; from other Convents, V for the honour of mjc 
kingdom.'* Here — what is to be done here ? We will demur, if n<*ed be ! 
We do name three, however, for the nonce : the Prior of St. Faith's, a 
good Monk of St. Neet's, a good Monk of St. AIban*s ; good men all ; all 
mnde abbots and dignitaries since, at this hour. There are now Nine 
upon our List. What the thoughts of the Dominua Rex may be Garibaf t 
The Dominus Rex, thanking graciously, sends out word that we shaU. now 
strike off three. The. three strangers are instantly struck off. Wiltelnnia 
Sacrista adds, that he will of his own accord decline — a tooch of graea 
and respect for the fiacrosancta, even in WiUelmus ! The Kins then 
orders us ta strike off a cduple more ; ttlea yet one more; Hugo Tbinlt 
Prior goes, and Roger Cellerarius, and venerable Monk Dennis — and now 
there remain. on our List two only, Samson Sobsacrista and the Prior. 

Which of these two ? It were hard to say — by Monks who may got 
themselves foot-gvved and thrown into Umbo, for speaking I We humbly 
request that the Bishop of Winchester snd Geoffrey the Chancellor may 
again enter, and help us to decide. ** Which do yon want T** asks thm 
Bishop. Venerable Dennis made a speech, ** commending the persons of 
the Prior and Samson : but always in the comer of bis discourse, in angulo 
' sui sermonis, brought Samson in.** ** I see !** said the Bishop : " We ara 
to understand that your Prior is somewhat remiss ; that you want to have 
bim you call .Samson for Abbot.'* *' Either of them is good,** ssid.vene- 
rable Dennis, almost trembling ; ** but we would have the better, if it 
pleased God.*' ** Which of the two do you want?**^ inquires the Bishop, 
pointedly. " Samson !*' answered Dennis ; " Samson !** echoed all of the 
rest that durst speak or echo anything : and Samson is reported to the King 
accordingly. His Majesty, advising of it for a moment, orders that Samson 
be brouuht in with the other Twelve. 

The King's Majesty, looking at us somewhat sternly, then says : ** Von 
present to me Samson ; I do not know him : bad it been your Prior, whom 
t do know, I should have accepted him : however, I will now do as yoa 
wish. But hsve a care of yourselves^ By the true eyes of God, per veros 
oetUos Deif if you manage badly. I will be upon you !'* Samson, therefore, 
steps forward, kisses. the King's feet : but swiftly risss erect again, swiftly 
turns toward the altar, uplifting with the other Twelve, in clear tenor-note, 
the FiAy- first Psalm, ** Miserere nut Deus, 

" After thy loving kindnen,. Lord» 
Have mercy upon me ;** 

with firm Toice, firm step and head, no change in his countenance what- 
ever. '* By God's eyes," said the King, " that one, I think, will govern the 
Abbey well.** By the same oath (charged to your Majesty *s acconni) I too 
am precisely of that opinion ! It is somewhile since I fell in with a likelier 
man anywhere than this new Abbot Samson. Long life to him, and majp 
4b^ hordkave mercy on him as Abbot ! 
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Thus, than, hav« ibe St. Edmandsbary Monks, without express bairot-boz 
or other good winnowing-machine, contriyed to accomplish the most impor* 
tant social feat a body of men can do, to winnow out the man that is to 
govern then : and truly one sees not that, by any winnowing- machine what- 
ever, they could have done it better. Oh, ye kind Heavens, there is every 
Nation and Community a fitiesty a wisest, bravest, best ; whom could we 
find and make King over us, all were in very truth well ; the best that God 
and Nature had permitted us to make it ! By what art discover him ! Will 
the Heavens in their pity teach us no art \ for our need of him is great ! 

Ballot-boxes, Reform- bills, winnowing- machines : all these are good, or 
are not so good ; alas ! brethren; how cat*, these, I say, be other than in- 
adequate, be other than failures, melancholy to behold 1 bim all souls of men 
to the divine, the high and awful meaning ot Human Worth and Truth, we 
shall never, by ail the machinery in Birmingham, discover, the True and Wor- 
thy. It is written, ** if we are ourselves valets, there shall ** exist no hero 
for us ; we shall not know the hero when we see him ;'* we shall take the 
qoack for a hero, and cry audibly through all ballot-boxes and machine- 
ry whatsoever, Thoa art he ; be thou King over us ! 

What boots it 1 Seek only deceitful Speciosity , money with gilt carriageti 
**fame". with newspaper paragraphs, whatever, name it bear, you will 
find only deceitful Speciosity ; godlike Reality will be for ever far from you. 
Tbe Quack shall be legitimate inevitHble King of you ; no earthly machivery 
able to exclude he Quack. Ve shall the born thralls of the Quack, and 
•offer ooder him, till your hearts are near broken, and no French Revolution 
•r Manchester Insurrection, or partial or universal volcanic combustions 
and explosions, never so many, can do more than ** change the Jigwre of 
▼oor Quack ;** the essence of him remaining, for a time and times. ** How 
long, O Prophet V say some, with a rather melancholy sneer. Alas ! ye 
improphetic, ever till this come about : Till deep misery, if nothing softer 
will, have driven you out of your Speciosities into your Sincerities ; and 
voo find that there either is a Godlike in the world, or else ye are an an- 
intellisible madness ; that there is a Gud, as well as a Mammon and a Devil, 
and a Genius of iLuxories and canting Dilettantisms and Vain Shows. ! HoW^ 
long that will be, compute for yourselves. My unhappy brothers ! 



CHAPTER IX. 

ABBOT SAMSOH* 

So then the bells of St. Edmandsbury clang oat one and all, and in church 
and chapel the organs go : Convent and Town, and all the west side of Suffolk 
are in gala ; knights, viscounu, weavers, spinners, the entire population, 
male and female, young and old, the very sockmen with their chubby infants 
-i!-out to have a holyday, and see tbe Ijord Abbot arrive ! And there is *' stri|^ 
ping barefoot" of the Lord Abbot at the Gate, and solemn leading of him 
in to the High Altar and Shrine ; .with sodden " silence of all the hells and 
organs,'* as we kneel in deep prayer there ; and again with outburst of all the 
bells and organs, and loud Tt Deum from the genera] human windpipe ; 
and speeches by the leading viscount, and giving of the kiss of brotherhood ; 
tbe whole wound up with popular games, and dinner within doors.of more 
than a thousand strong, plus quam mille comedentilnts in gaudio magna. 

In such manner is the self-same Samson once a^ain returning to us, wel- 
comed on this occasion. He that went away with his frock-skirts looped 
over bis arm, comes back riding high ; suddenly made one of the dignitaries 
Qf this world. Reflective readers will admit that here was a trial for a man. 
Yesterday a poor mendicant, allowed to possess not above two shillings of 
^loney, and withot^it apthority to bid a dog run for. himy. .this niai^ to-day fin4|k 
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himself a DonUnus Abbag, mitred Peer of Parliament, Lord of manor-boiises, 
farms, manors, and wide lands ; a man with ** Fifty Knights under him," ■ 
and dependent swiftly obedient multitodes of men. It is a change greater 
than Napoleon*s ; so sudden withal. As if one of the Ghandos day-drudget 
had, on awakening some morning, found that ke overnight was become Dake I 
Let Samson with his clear-beaming eyes see into that, and discern it if he can. 
We shall now get the measure of him by a new scale of inches, considerably 
more rigorous than the former was. For if a noble soul is rendered tenfold 
beautifuUer by victory and prosperity, springing now radiant as into his own 
due element and sun-throne ; an ignoble one is rendered tenfold and hundred- 
fold uglier, pitifuller. Whatsoever vices, whatsoever weaknesses were in the 
man, the parvenu will show us them enlarged, as in the solar microscope, iota 
frightful distortion. Nay, how many more seminal principles of vice, hitherto 
all wholesomely kept latent, may we now see unfolded, as in the solar hot- 
house, into growth, into huge universally-conspicuous luxuriance and d«Te- 
lopement ! 

But IS not this, at any rate, a singular aspect of what political and social 
capabilities, nay, let us say what depth and opulence of true social Titality, 
lay in those old bsrbarous ages, That the fit Governor could be met with 
under such disguises, could be recognised and laid hold of under aach ^ 
Here he is discovered with a maximum of two shillings in his pocket, and a 
leather scrip round his neck ; trudging along the highway, his frock-diirta 
looped over his arm. They think this is he nevertheless, the true Governor ; 
ana he proves to be so. Brethren, have we no need of discovering true 
Governors, but will sham ones for ever do for us 1 These were abaard 
superstitious blockheads of Monks ; and we are enlightened Tenpoand 
Franchisers, without taxes on knowledge ! Where, f say, are our superior, 
are our similar or at all comparable discoveries ? We also have eyes, or 
ousht to have ; we have hustings, telescopes ; we have lights, link-lights 
and rush-lights of an enlightened free Press, burning and dancing everywhere 
as in a universal torch-dance ; singing your whii«kers as you traverse the 
public thoroughfares in town and countnr. Great souls, true. Governors, 
go about under all manner of disguises now as then. Such telescopes, such 
enlightenment — and such discovery ! How comeS it, I say ; how comes 
it 1 Is it not lamentable : is it not even, in some sense, amazing ? 

Alas ! the defect, as we must often urge and again urge, is less a defect 
of telescopes than of some eyesight. Those superstitious blockheads of the 
Twelfth Century had no telescopes, but thpy had still an- eye : not ballot- 
boxes ; only reverence for Worth, abhorrence of Unworth. It is the way 
with all barbarians. Thus Mr. Sale informs me, the old Arab Tribea 
would gather in liveliest gaudeamus, and sing, and kindle bonfires, and 
wreath crowns of honour, and solemnly thank the gods that, in their Tribe 
too, a Poet had shown himself. As, indeed, they well might ; for what use- 
fuller, I say not nobler and heavenlier thing could the gods, doing their 
very kindest, send to any Tribe or Nation, in any time or circumstances t 
I declare to thee, my afflicted quack-ridden brother, in spite of thy astonish- 
ment, it is very lamentable ' We English find a Poet as brave a man as 
has been made for a hundred years or so anywhere under the Sun ; snd do 
we. kindle bonfires, thank the gods ? Not at all. We, taking due counsel 
of it, set the man to gauge ale-barrels in the Burgh of Dumfries ; and 
pique ourselves on our ** patronage of genius." 

Genius, Poet: do we know what these words neanl An inspired Soul 

once more vouchsafed us, direct from Nature's own great fire-heat, to see 

the Truth, and speak it, and do it ; Nature*s own sacred voice heard once 

more athwart the drcory boundless elemewt of hearsay ing and canting of 

twaddle and poltroonnryt ^^ which the bewWAetvA 'Eiaw.Vv, v\^ ^x'viitAtv^^ 

Ae* /of/ its way. Hear once more, ye bewiVdcicdbew^x^ w«oi\a\* \ \v«^a«i» 
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once again to a yoiee* from the inner Ligfat-aea and Flame-sea, Nature's and 
Trath*8 own bean ; know the Fact of your Existence what it is, put away • 
the Cant of it which it is noi ; and knowing, do, and lei it be well with yon I 

George the Third is Defender of something we call ** the Faith " in thoae 
years ; George the Third is head charioteer of the Destinies pf England, 
to guide them through the gulf of French Revolutions, American Indepen- 
dences ; and Robert Bums is Gauger of ale in Dumfries. It is an Iliad in 
a not-shell. The physiognomy of a world now merging toward dissolution, 
reduced now to spasms and desth-throes, hes pictured in that oiie fact; 
which astonishes nobody, e:(cept at me for being astonished at it. Th« 
fruit of long ages of confirmed Valethood, entirely confirmed as into a Law 
of Nature ; cloth-worship and quack-worship : entirely confirmed Valet- 
hood — 'Which will hsTO to UTiconfirm itself again ; God knows, with diffi- 
cnlty enough ! 

Abbot Samson had found a Convent all in dilapidation ; rain beating through 
it, material rain and metaphorical, from all quarters of the compass. Wil^ 
lelmus Sacrista sits drinking niffhtly, and doing more tacenda. Our lardera 
are reduced to leanness, Jew mirpies and unclean creatures our purveyors ; 
in our basket is no bread. Old women with their distaffs rush out on a 
distresed Cellarer in shrill Chartism. ^* )fou cannot stir abroad but Jews 
and Christians pounce upon you with unsettled bonds ;" debts boundless 
seemingly as the National Debt of England. For four years our new Lord 
Abbot never went abroad but Jew creditors and Christian, and ail manner 
of creditors, were about him ; driving him to very despair. Our Prior ia 
remiss t our Cellarers, oflicials are remiss^ onr monks are remiss : what 
man is not remiss 1 Front this, Samson, thou alone art there to front it ; 
it is thy task to front and fight this, and to die or kill it. May the Lord 
have mercy on thee ! 

To our antiquarian interest in poor Jocelin and his Convent* wh^re the 
whole aspect of existence, the whole dialect, of thought, of speech, of ac- 
tivity, is so obsolete, strange, long half- vanished, there now superadds itself a 
mild glow- of human interest for Abbot Samson ; a real pleasure, as at sight 
of man's work, especially of governing, which is man's highest work, done 
wM. Abbot Samson had no exp«*rience in governing ; had served no ap- 
prenticeship to the trade of governing ; alas? only the hardest apprentice- 
ship to that of obeying. He bad never in any court given vadium or pie- 
fiumf says Jocfelin ; hardly ever seen a court, when he was set to preside 
in one. But it is astonishing, continues Jocelin, how soon he learned the 
ways of business ; and, in all sort of affairs, beoame expert beyond others. 
Of the many persons offering him their service ** he retained one Knight 
skilled in Uking v€uUa and pUgria ;" and within the year was himself well 
skilled. Nay,, by and by the Pope appoints him Justiciary in certain 
caoses ; the King one of his new Circuit Judges : official Osbert is heard 
saying, *' That Abbot is one of your shrewd ones, dispiUator est; if he go 
on as he begins, he will cut out every lawyer of us !"* 

Why not 1 What is to hinder this Samson from governing! There is 
in him what far transcends all apprenticeships ; in the man himself there 
exists a model of governing, something to govern by ! There exists in 
him a heart-abhorrence of whatever is incoherent, pusillanimous, unvera- 
cione-^tbat is to say, chaotic, vngoverned ; of the Devil, not of Grod. A 
man of this kind <yinnot help governing ! He has the living ideal of a go- 
remor in him ; and the incessant necessity of struggling to unfold the same 
oat of him. Not the Devil or Chaos, for any wages, will he serve ; no, 
this man is the born servant of Another than them. Alas ! how little avail 
aU apprenticeships, whi^n there is in your govemox Yi\maf\\ -^Yikx^* ''^^^ 
wfUeall/uf/Ain^to^owBtn by; nothing ; a gen«Ta\ gta.3 v^iXv^V»V*wsa»>^''*^^ 

* JTocelini Chnraica, p. V^, 
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thapes of expediences, parliamentary traditions, division-lists, election-funda, 
leading-articles ; this, with what of vulpine alertness and adiroitoess eoever, 
is not much ! 

But, indeed, what say we — apprenticeship 1 Had not this Samson aeryied, 
in his way, a right good apprenticeship to governing ; namely, the hareh- 
est slave-apprenticeship to obeying ! Walk this world with no friend in it 
but God and St. Edmund, you will either fall into the ditch, or learn asood 
many things. To learn obeying is the fundamental art of governing. ' How 
much would many a Serene Highness have learned, had be travelled through 
the world with water-jug and empty wallet, sine omni expensa; and, at his 
Tictorious return, sat down, not to newspaper paragraphs and city illnmi- 
nations, but at the foot of St. Edmund's Shrine to shackles and bread and 
water ! He that cannot be servant of many, will never be master, true 
guide, and deliverer of many : that is the meaning of true mastership. Had 
not the Monk-life extraordinary ** political capabilities '' in it ; if not imi- 
table by us, yet enviable 1 Heavens, had a Duke of Logwood, now roll- 
ing sumptuously to his place in the Collective Wisdom, but himself hap- 
pened to plough daily, at one time, on seven-and-sixpence a week, with do 
eut-door relief ; what a light, unquenchable by logic and stat^tic and arith- 
metic, would it have thrown on several things for him ! 

In all cases, therefore, we will agree with the judicious Mrs. Glass: 
" First catch your hare !" First get your man ; all is got : he can learn to 
do all things, from making boots to decreeing judgments, governing com- 
munities ; and will do them like a man. Catch your no-roan ; alasT haVa 
you not caught the terriblest Tart&r in the world 1 Perhaps all the terri- 
bler, the quieter and gentler he looks. For the mischief that one block- 
head, that every blockhead does, in a world so feracious, teeming with end- 
less results as ours, no ciphering will sum up. The quack bootmaker is 
considerable ; as corn-cutters can testify, and desperate men reduced to 
buck^in and list-shoes. But the quack priest, quack high-priest, the quack 
king ! Why do not all just citizens rush, half-frantic, to stop him, as they 
would a conflagration 1 Surely a just citizen w admonished by God and his 
owp Soul, by all silent and articulate voices of. this Universe, to do what in 
him lies toward relief of this poor blockhead-quack, and of a world that 
^oans under him. Run swiftly ; relieve him, were it even by extingaish- 
mg him I For all things have grown so old, tinder-dry, combustible ; and 
he is more ruinous than conflagration. Sweep him down, at least ; keep him 
strictly within the hearth : he ^ill then cease to be conflagration ; he will 
then become useful, more f r less, as culinary fire. Fire is the best of ser- 
vants ; but what a master ! This poor blockhead too is bom for uses : 
why, elevating him to mastership, will you make a conflagration, a parish* 
cme or world-curse of him 1 



CHAPTER X. 

OOVKRNMBirr. 

How Abbot Samson, giving his new subjects seriatim the kiss of fatherhood 
in the St. Edmundsbury chapter-house, proceeded with cautions energy to 
set about reforming their disjointed distracted way of life ; how he managed 
with his Fifty rough Militet, (Feudal Knights,) with his Iszy Farmers, 
remiss refractory Monks, with Pope*s Legates, Viscounts, Bishops, Kings ; 
how on all sides he laid about him like a man, and putting consequence on 
pemiss, and everywhere the saddle on the right horse, struggled inceaaani- 
ty to educe organic method out of lazily fermenting wreck — the careful read- 
er will discern, not without true interest, in these pages of Jocelin BoewelL 
In most antiquarian quaint costume, not of garments alone, bat of thought, 
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word, action, ontlook, and position, the tulMtantial figure of a man ;ivitb emi- 
nent nose, bushy brows, and clear-flashing eyes, bis rasset beard growing 
daily grayer, is risible, engaged in true governing of men. It is beaatifal 
how the chrysalis governing-soul, shaking off its dusty slough and prisoi)^ 
starts forth winsedj a true royal soul ! Our new Abbot has/S right honeiti 
unconscious feeling, without insolence as without fear or flutter, of what he- it I 
and what others are. A courage toquelFthe proudest, an honest pity to encou-^ 
rage the humblest. Withal there is a noble reticence in this Lord Abbot : 
much vain unreason he hears ; lays up without response. He is not there 
to expect reason and nobleness of others ; he is there to give them of his 
own reason and nobleness. Is he not their servant, as we said, who can 
suffer from them, and for them ; bear the burden their poor spindle- limbs 
totter and stagger under : and in virtue thereof goyem them, lead them out 
of weakness into strength,. out of defeat into victory ! 

One of the first Herculean Labours Abbot Samson undertook, or the very 
first, was to institute a strenuous review and radical reform of his economics. 
It is the first labour of every governing man^from Paterfamilias to Dominut 
Rex. To get the rain thatched out from you is the preliminary of whatever 
farther, in the way of speculation or of action, you may mean to do. Old 
Abbot Hugo's budget, as we saw, had become empty, filled with deficit and 
wind. To see his account -books clear, be delivered from those ravening 
flights of Jew and Christian creditors, pouncing on him like obscene harpies 
wherever he showed face, was a necessity for Abbot Samson. 

On the morrow after his instalment, he brings in a load of money -bends, 
all duly stamped, sealed with this or the other Convent Seal : frightful, 
unmanageable, a bottomless confusion of Convent finance. There they 
jare ; but there at least they all are ; all that shall be of them. Our Lord 
Abbot demands that all the oflScial seals in use among us be now produced 
and delivered to him. Three-and- thirty seals turn up ; are straightway 
broken, and shall seal no more : the Abbot only, and those duly authorized 
by him, shall seal any bond. There are but two ways of paying debt ; in- 
urease of industry in raising mcome, increase of thrift in laying it out. With 
iron energy, in slow but steady, undeviating perseverance. Abbot Samson 
sets to' work in both directions. His troubles are manifold ; cunning militest 
unjpst bailiffs, lazy sockmen, he an inexperienced Abbot ; relaxed lazy 
monks, not disinclined to mutiny in mass : but continued vigilance, rigorous 
method, what we call ** the eye of the master,** work wonders. The clear- 
beaming eyesight of Abbot Samson, steadfast, severe, all-penetrating — ^it 
is like Fiat lux in that inorganic waste whirlpool ; penetrates gradually to 
all nooks, and of the chaos makes a kosmos or ordered world ! 

He arranges everywhere, struggles unweariedly to arrange, and place on 
some intelligible footing, the ** ad'airs and dues, res ac redditus" of his domi- 
nion. The Lakenheatb eels cease to breed squabbles between human beings ; 
the penny of reap-silver to explode into the streets the Female Chartism of 
St. Edmundsbury. These and innumerable greater things. Wheresoever 
Disorder may stand or lie, let it have a care ; here is the man that has 
declared war with it, that never will make peace with it. Man is the Mis- 
sionary of Order ; ho is the servant, not of the Devil and Chaos, but of God 
and the Universe ! Let all sluggards and cowards, remiss, false-spoken, 
unjust, and otherwise diabolic persons, have a care : this is a dangerous 
man for them. He has a mild grave face ; a thoughtful sternness, a sor- 
rowful pity : but there is a terrible flash of anger in him too ; lazy monks 
often have to murmur, **Saviet utlvpuSy He rages like a wolf; was notour 
Dream true I" " To repress and hold-in such sudden anger he was con- 
tinually careful,'* and succeeded well : right, Samson ; that it may become 
fn thee as noble central heat, fruitful, strong, beneficent ; not blaze out, or the 
seldomest possible blaze out, as wasteful volcanoism to scorch and consumft I 
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** We moat first creep, and gradually learn to walk," had Abbot SaitoOD 
said of himtelf, at starting. In four' years be has become a great walker ; 
striding prosperously along ; driving much before him. In less than fear 
years, says Jocelin, the Convent Debts were all liquidated : the harpy Jews 
not only settled with,-but banished, bag and baggage, out of the JBoitfUH 

ileuca (Liberties, Batdieue) of St. Edmundsbury — so has the King's Majesty. 

^ been persuaded to permit. Farewell to you, at any rate ; let us, in no ex- 
tremity, apply again to you ! Armed men march them over the bordeiSy 
dismiss them under stem penalties — sentence ef excommunication on all 
that shall again harbour them here : there were many dry eyes,at their de- 
parture. 

New life enters everywhere, springs up beneficent, the Incubus of Debt 
once rolled away. Samson hastes not ; but neither does he pause to rest. 
This of the Finance is a life-long business with him ; Jocelin*s anecdotes 
are filled to weariness with it. As, indeed, to Jocelin it was of very primary 
interest. 

But we have to record also, with a lively satisfaction, that spiritoal rub- 
bish is as little tolerated in Samson's Monastery as material. With diw 

■ rigour, Willelmus Sacrista, and his bibations and Utcenda are, at the earliesl 
opportunity, softly, yet irrevocably, put an end to. The bibations, namely^ 
bad to end ; even the building where they used to be carried on was rased 
from the soil of St Edmundsbury, and ** on its place grow rows of beans :** 
Willelmus himself, deposed that the Sacristry and all offices, jretires into 
obscurity, into absolute taciturnity unbroken thenceforth to this hoar. 
Whether the poor Willelmus did not still, by secret channels, occasionally 
get some slight wetting of vinous or alcoholic liquor — now grown, in a man- 
ner, indispensable to the poor man t Jocelin hints not ; one knows not 
how to hope, what to hope ! But if he did, it was in silence and darkness, 
with an ever-present feeling that teetotal ism was his only true courset 
Drunken, dissolute Monks are a class of persons who had better keep out ol 
Abbot Samson's way. Soviet ut lupus ; was not the Dream true 1 mof- 
mured many a Monk. Nay, Ranulf de Glanville, Justiciary in Chief, took 
nmbrage at him, seeing these strict ways ; and watched farther with sus- 
picion : but discerned gradually that there was nothing wrong, that there 
much the opposite of wrong. 



CHAPTER XI. 

THB ABBOTTS WATS. 

Abbot Samson showed no extraordinary favour to the Monks who had 
been his familiars of dd ; did not promote them to otBces — nut essetU 
idoneif unless they chanced to be fit men ! Whence great discontent 
among certain of these, who had contributed to make him Abbot : reproach- 
es, open and secret, of his being ** ungrateful, hard-tempered, unsocial, 
a Norfolk barrator and paJtenerius.*^ 

Indeed, except it were for idonei, " fit men,'* in all kinds, it was hard to 
say for whom Abbot Samson had much favour. He loved his kindred well, 
and tenderly enough acknowledged the poor part of them ; with the rich 
part, who in old days had never acknowledged him, he totally refused to 
have any business. But even the former he did not promote into offices ; 
finding none of them idonei. ** Some whom he thought suitable he put into 
situations in his own household, or made keepers of his country places : if 
they behaved ill, he dismissed them without hope of return." In his promo- 
tions, nay, almost in his benefits, you would nave said there was a certain 
impartiality. ** The official person who bad, by Abbot Hugo*s order, pnt 
the fetters on him at his return from Italy, was now supported with food and 
elothea to the end of his days at Abbot Samson*s expense.'** 
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Tet he did not forget benefits : far the reverse, when an opportunity oeenr-^ 
red of paying them at hia own cost. How pay them at the public cost ; how, 
above all, by seUengfire to the pablic, as we said ; clapping ** conflagrations ** 
on the, public, which the services of blockheads, Hontdonei^ intrinsically are ! 
He was right willing to remember friends, when it could be done. Tak^ 
these instances : ** A certain chaplain who had maintained him at the Schools 
of Parts by the sale of holy water, quastu aqua benedicta ; to this good 
chaplain he did give a vicarage, adequate toxbe comfortable' sustenance of 
kidi.** *' The S>n of Elias, too, that is, of old Abbot Hugo's Cupbearer, 
coming to do homage for his. Father's land, our Lord Abbot said to him in 
full court : * I have, for these seven years, put off taking thy homage for 
the land which Abbot Hugo gave thy Father, because that gift was to the 
dainage of Elmswell, and a questionable one : but now I must profess my- 
self overcome ; mindful of the kindness thy Father did me when I was in 
bounds ; becass^ he sent nie a cup o( the very wine his master had been 
drinking, and bade me be comforted in God." 

** To Magister Walter, son of M agister William de Dice, who wanted 
the vicarnge of Cheviogton, he answered : * Thy Father was Master of 
the Schools ; and when I was an indigent clervms^ he granted me freely 
and in charity an entrance to his School, and opportunity of. learning ; 
wherefore I now, for' the sake of God, grant to thee what thoii askest.* '* 
Or lastly, take this good instance-r-and a glimpse, along with it, into long- 
obsolete times : ** Two Mtbtes of Risby, Willelm and Norman, being ad- 
judged in Court to come under his mercy, in misericordia ejus^^ for a certain 
▼ery considerable fine of twentv shillings, ** be thus addressed them publicly 
oil the spot : * When I was a Cloister-monk I was once sent to Durham on 
bu8ii»ess of our Church ; and coming home again, the dark night caught me. 
at Risby, and I had to beg a lod/;ing there. I went to Dominus Norman's, 
and he gave me a flat refusal. Going then to Dominus Willelm*s, and beg- 

S'ng hospitality, I was by him honourably received. The twenty shillings, 
erefore. of tn^rcy, I, without mercy, will exact from Dominus Norman ; 
to Dominns Willeim, on the other hand, I, with thanks, will wholly remit 
the said sum.* ** Men know not always to whom they refuse lodgings ; men 
have lodged Angels unawares ! 

* It is clear Abbot Samson had a talent ; he had learned to judge better 
than Lawyers, to manage better than bred BailifliB : a talent shining out 
indisputable, on whatever side you took him. " An eloquent man he was," 
says Jocelin, ** both in French and Latin ; but intent nrtore on the substance 
and method of what was to be said, than on the ornamental way of saying 
it. He could read English Manuscripts very elegantly, elegardwime : he 
was wont to preach to the peo|>le in the English tongue, though according 
to the dialect of Norfolk, where he had been brought up ; wherefore, indeed, 
he had caused a Pulpit to be erected in our Church, both for ornam6nt of 
the same and for the use of his audiences." There preached he, according 
to the dialect of Norfolk : a man woith going to bear. 

That he was a just clear-hearted man, this, as the basis of all true talent, 
is presupposed. How can a man, without clear vision in his heart first of 
all, have any clear vision in t^e head ? It is impossible ! Abbot Samson 
was one of the joslest of judges ; insisted on unuersunding the case to the 
bottom, and then swiftly decided wirhout feud or favour For which reason, 
indeed, the Dominus Rex, searching for such men as for hidden treasure 
and healing to his distressed realm, had made him one of the new Itinerant^ 
Judges — such as continue to this day. ** My curse on that Abbot's Court," 
a suitor was heard imprecating, '* MaJedida tU curia istiu* Abbaiis^ where 
neither gold nor silver can help me to confound my enemy !" And old 
friandships and all connexions forgotten, when you go to seek an oflice from 

6 
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him ! " A kindlest loon," as the Scotch said of Cfomwell's new judget— 
intent on mere indifTerent fair-pUy ! 

Eloqoence in three languages is good ; bnt it is not the best. To m, 
as already hinted, the Lord Abbot's eloquence is less admirable ^an hi* 
Meloqueoce, his great invaluable ** talent of silence !'' ** * Dow, DeiMt* 
•aid the Lord Abbot to me once, when he heard the Convent were mnriaar- 
ing at some act of his ; * I have much need to remember that Dream they 
had of me, that I was to rage among them like a wolf. Above all earthlr 
things, I dread their driving me to do it. How much do I bold in, and wink 
at : raging and shuddering in my own secret mind, and not outwardly al 
all V He would boast to me at Other times : " This and that I have aeoD, 
this and that I have heard ; yet patiently stood it.' He had this way, too, 
which I have never seen in any other man, that he affectionately loved many 
persons to whom be never or hsrdly ever showed a countenance of love. 
Once, on my venturing to expostulate with him on the subject, he reminded 
me of Solomon : * Many sons I have ; it is not fit that I should smile oo 
them.' He would suffer faults, damage from his servants, and know what 
he suffered, and not speak of it ; but I think the reason was, he waited a 
good time for speaking of it, and in a wise way amending it. He intimatad, 
openly in chapter to us all, that he would have no eavesdropping : * Let 
Bone,' said he, * come to me secretly accusing another, tinless he will pjobliely 
•tend to the same ; if he come otherwise, I will openly proclaim the name 
•f him. I wish, too, that every Monk of you have free access to me^ \» 
qpeak of your needs or grievances when you will.* " 

The kinds of people Abbot Samson liked worst were these three : '* 3i€m» 
Jtace»t thfiosi^ ver/im^ Liars, drunkards, and wcN-dy or windy pereone ;** 
not good kiitds> any of them ! He also much condemned ^ persons gives 
to murmur ai their meat or drink, especially Monks of that diapoaition." 
We remark, from the very 6rst, his strict anxious order to his servanta to 
provide handsomely for hospiulity, to guard ** above all things that there be 
no shabbiness in the matter of meat and drink ; no lookol mean parsimoByy 
m wmUuemcay at the beginning of my Abbotship ;" and to the last he main* 
tains a due opulence of uble and equipment for others : but he is himsdf 
in the highest degree indifferent to all such things. 

** Sweet milk, honey, and other naturally sweet kinds of food, were what 
he preferred to eat : but he had this virtue," says Jocelin, " he neva 
changed the dish {fwrculum) you set before him, be what it might. Once 
when 1, still a novice, happened to be waiting table in the refectory, it came 
into my head " (rogue that I was !) '* to try if this were true ; and I thought 
I would place before him tiferculum that would have displeased any other 
person, the very platter being black and broken. But he, seeing it, was as 
one that saw it not : and now some little delay taking place, my heart smote 
me that I had done this ; and so, snatching up the platter, (ducii^,) I changed 
both it and its contents for a t>etter, and put down lihat instead ; which omen* 
dation be was angry ai, and rebuked me for,*' — the stoical monastic man ! 
'* For the first ssven years he had commonly four sorts of dishes on his 
table ; afterward only three, except it might be presents, or venison from 
his own parks, or fishes from his ponds. Aad if, at any time, he had guests 
living in his house st the request of some great person, or of some friend, or 
had public messengers, or had harpers, (ciUiarados,) or any one of that aort, 
he took the first opportunity of shifting to another of his Manor-honsee, and 
BO got rid of such superfluous individiuls/'* — very prudently, I think. 

As to his paiks, of these, in the general repair of buildings, general improve- 

ment and adornment of the St. Edmund Domains, ** he bad laid out several, 

mnd stocked them with animals, retaining a ^proper huntsmsn with hounds : 

mad, if any guest of great quality were iWere, oui l/tTd K\i^MX,HtV^\»a^«Bihs^ 

* JocoUni Chcoiiioa,> 1\> 
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^ntiokl sit in tome openine of the woods, and tee the dogs ran.; bnt he him* 
■elf never meddled with nunting, that j saw."* 

** In an opening of the woods ;'* for the country was still dark with 
wood in those days ; and Scotland itself still rustled shaggy and leafy, like 
a damp black Arnorican Forest, with cleared spots and spaces here and 
there. Dryasdust advances several absurd hypotheses as to the insensible 
but almost total disappearance of these woods ; the thick wreck of which 
BOW lies as pttU, sometimes with hose heart-of-oak timber logs imbedded 
in it, on many a height and hollow. The simplest reason doubtless is, that* 
by increase of husbandry there was increase of cattle ; increase of hunger 
for green spring food ; and so, more and more, the new seedlings got yearly 
eaten out in Apnl ; and the old trees, bavine only a certain length of life ill 
them, died gradually, no man heeding it, and disappeared into peat. 

A sorromul waste of noble wood and umbrage ! Yes-*-but a very com* 
mon one ; the coarse of most things in this world. Monachism itself, so 
rich and fruitful once, is now all rotted into peai ; lies sleek and buried'*- 
and a most feeble bog-grass of Dilettantism all the crop we reap from it ! 
That also was frightml waste ; perhaps among the saddest our England 
ever saw. Why will men destroy noble Forests, even when in part a nai* 
•ance, in such reckless manner ; turning loose foar-footed cattle and Henry- 
Ihe-Eighths into them! The fifth part of our English soil, Dryasdust 
compotes, lay consecrated to ** spiritual uses," better or worse : solemnly 
eet apart to foster spiritual growth and culture of the sool, by the methods 
then known : and now — it too, like the four-fifths, fostera what 1 Gentle 
ehepherd, tell me what ! 



CHAPTER XII. 

TBS ABBOTTS TSOUBCBS. 

troubles of Abbot Samson, as he went along in this abstemious, 
reticent, rigorous way, were more than tongue can tell. The Abbot's mitre 
ence set on his head, he knew rest no more. Double, double, toil and' 
trouble ; that is the life of all governors that really govern : not the spoil of 
victory, only the glorious toil of battle can be theirs. Abbot Samson found 
all men more or less headstrong, irrational, prone to disorder ; continually 
threatening to prove uNgovernable. 

His lazy Monks gave him most trouble. '* My heart is tortured," said 
he, ** till we get out of debt, cor meum cnicitUum est.** Your heart, indeed ; 
bot not altogether o.urs ! By no devisable method, or none of three or 
four that he devised, could Abbot Samson get these Monks of his to keep 
their accounts straight ; but always, do as he might, the Cellerariaa at the 
end of the term is in a coil, in a flat deficit— verging again toward debt and 
Jews. The Lord Abbot at last declares sternly he will keep our accounts 
too hinself ; will appoint an officer of his own to see our Cellerarios keep 
them. Murmurs thereupon among us : Was the like ever heard 1 Our 
Cellerarius a cipher : the very Townsfolk know it : subsannaiio et derisio 
Mumug^ we have become a laughing-stock to mankind. The Norfolk barrator 
and paltener ! 

And consider, if the Abbot found such difficulty in the mere economic 
department, how much in more complex ones, in spiritual ones perhaps !' 
He wears a stern calm face ; raginff and ^oashtni^ teeth, fremeng and 
frendent, many timet, in tbe secret of his mmd. Withal, however, there 
is a noble slow perseverance in him ; a strength of ** subdued ra^ge** calcu- 
lated to subdoe most things : always, in xke \oTk|^-mi,\L% cooXxna* xa ^g^ 
JiUMpoJat 

« JoceUai Cbzoiuca,p. Vi. 
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Mormura from the Monks, meanwhile, cnnnot fail ; ever deeper munniRi^ 
new gTudget accumalating. At one time, on slieht cauae, acme drop ma- 
king the cup run over, they burst into open mutmy : the Cellarer will not 
obey, prefera arrest on bread and water to obeying ; the Monks thereopoii 
strike work ; refuse to do the regular chanting of the day, at least tha 
Tounger part of them with loud clamour and uproar refuse : Abbot Samson 
Aas withdrawn to another residence, acting only by messengers : the awful 
report circulates through St. Edmundsbury that the Abbot ia in danger of 
being murdered by the Monks with their knives ! How wilt thou appease 
this. Abbot Samson t Rdtum ; for the Monastery seems near catching fire ! 

Abbot Samson returns ; sits in bis Thalamtu or inner room, hurls oat a 
bolt or two of excommunication : lo, one disobedient Monk siu in limibo, 
excommunicated, with foot-shackles on him, all day ; and three more oar 
Abbot has gyved ** with the lesser sentence, to strike fear into the others !** 
Let the others think with whom they have to do. The others think ; and 
fear enters into them. *^ On the morrow rooming we decide on humbliiy 
ourselves before the Abbot, by word and gesture, in order to mitigate his 
mind. And so accordingly was done. He, on the other aide, replying 
With much humility, yet always alleging his own justice and turning the 
blame on na, when he saw that we were conquered, became himself con- 
quered. And bursting into tears, perjusus lachrymist he swore that be bad 
never grieved so much for anything in the world as for this, first on his own 
account, and then secondly and chiefly for the public scandal which bad 
gone abroad, that St. £dmund*s Monks were going to kill their Abbot. And 
when he had narrated how he went away on purpose till his anger shoald 
cool, repeating this word of the philosopher, * I would have taken vengeance 
on thee, had not T been angry,* he arose weeping, and embraced each and 
all of us with the kiss of peace. He wept ; we all wept :'** what a 
picture ! Behave better, ye remiss Monks, and thank Heaven for soch an 
Abbot ; or know at least that ye must and shall obey him. 

Worn down in this manner, with incessnnt toil and tribuTation, Abbot 
Samson had a sore time of it ; his grizzled hair and beard grew daily gnyer. 
Those Jews, in the first four years, had *^ visibly emaciated him ;'* Time, 
Jews, and the task of Governing will make a man*s beard very ffray. ** la 
twelve years," says Jocelin, ** our Lord Abbot had grown wholTy white as 
snow, totus efficitw aXbus sicui mr." White atop. Tike the granite moan« 
tains : but his clear-beaming eyea still look out in their stem clearness, ia 
their sorrow and pity ; the heart within him remains unconqnered. 

Nay, sometimes there are gleams of hilarity too ; little snatcbea of encoo- 
ragement granted even to a Governor. ** Once my Lord Abbot and I, co> 
nlng down from London throngh the Forest, I inquired of an old womar^whom 
we came up to, Whose wood this was. and of what manor ; who the mas- 
ter, who the keeper P' All this I knew very well beforehand, and my Lord 
Abbot too, Bozzy that I waa ! But the old woman answered, The wood 
belonged to the new Abbot of St. Edmund^s, was of the manor of Harlow, 
and the keeper of it waa one Amald. How did he behave to the people ef 
the manor ? I asked farther. She answered that he used to be a devU 
incarnate, damon mvuSf an enemy of God, and flayer of the peaaants* akins,** 
akinning them like live eels, as the manner of some is : ** but that now he 
dreads the new Abbot, knowing him to be a wise and aharp man, and ao 
treats the people reasonably, tractat homineM paei/ice.** Whereat the Lord 
Abbot, factus ctt kilaris, coold not but take a triumphant laugh for himaelf ; 
and determines to leave that Harlow manor yet onmeddled with, for a whilc.t 

A brave man, strenuously fighting, fails not of a little triamph, now and 
then, to keep him in heart. Everywhere we try at least to give the adver- 
sary as good as be brings ; and, with swifi force or slow watchful mancstH 
• JoceUai Chronica, p. 85. t Jocelini Cluontoa, |i. 94. 
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vre, txtingaiihed thii and the other solecism, leave one lolecisai leas in 
GhNl*8 </readon; and so proceed with oar battle, not slacken or surrender 
in it! The Fifty feadal Knights, for example, were of unjust greedy temr 
per, and cheated us, in the Installation-day, of ten kniffhts* fees : but they 
know now whether that has profited them aught, and I, Jocelin, know. Oar 
Lord Abbot {at the moment had to endure it, and say nothing ; but ht 
watched his time. 

Look also how ray Lord of Clare, coming to claim his undue ** debt " in 
the Court at Witham, with barons and apparatus, gets a Rowland for hit 
Oliver ! Jocehn shall report : ** The £arl, crowded round (eonsHpahu) 
with many barons and men-ai-arms. Earl Aiberic and others standing by 
him, said, * That his bailiffs had given him understand they were wont an- 
nually to receive for his behoof, from the Hundred of Kisebridse and the 
bailiffs thereof, a sum of five shillings, which sum was now unjustly held 
back ;' and he alleged farther that his predeceasors had been infeft, at the 
Conquest, in the lands of Alfric, son of Wisgar, who was Lord of that 
Hnndi^, as may be read in the Domesday Book by all persons. The Ab- 
bot, reflecting for a moment, without stirring from his place, made ans^rer c 
*A wonderful deficit, my Lord £arl, this that thou mentionest! King 
Edward gave to Si. Edmund that entire Hundred, and confirmed the same 
with his Charter ; nor is there any mention there of those five shillings. 
It will behoovo thee to say, for what service, or on what ground, thou exact- 
•st those five shillings.* Whereupon the Earl, consulting with his follow- 
ers, replied, That he had to carry the Banner of St. Edmund in wartime^ 
And iat this duty the five shillings were his. To which the Abbot : * Cer- 
tainly, it seems inglorious, if so great a man. Earl of Clare no less, receive 
•o small a gift for such a service. To the Abbot of St. Edmund's it is no 
unbearable burden to give five shillings. But Roifer Earl Bigot holds him- 
•elf duly seised, and asserts that he by such seisin has the office of carryinff 
St. Edmund^s Banner ; and he did carry it when the Earl of Leicester and 
his Flemings were beaten at Fomham. Then again Thomas de Mendham 
•ays that the right is his. When you have made out with one another 
that this right is thine, come then and claim the five shillings, and I will 
promptly pay them !" Whereupon the Earl said. Ho would speak with Earl 
** Roger, his relative ; and so the mMier eepit delationem," and lies undecided 
to the end of the world. Abbot Samson answers by word or act, in this 
or the like pregnant manner, having justice on his side, innumerable per- 
sons : Pope*s Legates, King*8 Viscounts, Canterbury Archbishops, Cella- 
rers, Soekemanni ; and leaves many a solecism extinguished. 

On the whole, however, it is, and remains, sore work. *' One time, during 
my chaplaincy, T ventured to say to him : * Domine^ I heard thee, this night 
after matins, wakeful, and sighinff deeply, vaUU atupirantem, contrary to thy 
usual wont.' He answered, * No wonder. Thou, son Jocelin, sharest in 
my good things, in food and drink, in riding and such-like ; but thou little 
thinkest concerning the management of House and Family, the various and 
arduous businesses of the Pastoral Care, which harass me, and make my 
■ool to sigh and be anxious.* Whereto U lifting up my hands to Heaven : 
* From such anxiety. Omnipotent Merciful Lord, deliver me !' I have heard 
the Abbot say, If he had been as he was before he became a Monk, and 
could have anywhere got five or six marcs of iucome,** som* three pound 
ten of yearly revenue, " whereby to suppoK himself in the schools, he 
would never have been Monk nor Abbot. Another time he said with an 
oath. If he had known what a business it was to govern the Abbey, he 
would rather have been Almoner, how much rather K*)«>per of the Books, 
than Abbot and Lord. That latter office he said he had always longed for, 
beyond any other. Quis talia crederet,'' concludea Jocelin, ** Who can be- 
lieved such things V* 

^ 6* 
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Three pound ten, and a life of Literatore, espeeialljr of qaiet Litentora^ 
withoat copyright, or world-celebrity of literary^gazettes — ^yes, ihon Ixraf* 
Abbot Samson, for thyself it bad been better, easier, perhaps also nobler ! 
But, then, for thy disobedient Monks, unjust Viscounts ; for a Domain of 
St. Edmund oyergrown with Sdlecisms, human and other, it had not been 
■o well. Nay, neither could thy Literature, never so quiet, have beiMi eaay. 
Literature, when noble, is not easy ; but only when ignoble. Liierator* 
too is a quanel, and internecine duel, with the whole World of Darkneaa 
that lies withoat one and within one ; rather a hard fight at times, even 
with the three pound ten secure. Thou, there where thou art, wrestle and 
duel along, cheerfully to the end ; and make no remarks ! 



CHAPTER Xin. 

IN PARLIAMBNT. 

Or Abbot Samson's public business we say little, though that alao 
great. He had to judge the people as Justice Errant, to decide in weiffhty 
arbitrations and puoiic controversies; to equip his militet^ send them aolj 
in war-time to the King ; strive every way that the Commonweal, in hu 
quarter of it, take no damage. 

Once, in the confused days of Lackland's usurpation, while CcBur-do-LkMi 
was away, our brave Abbot took helmet himself, having first excomraani- 
eated all that should favour Lackland ; and led his men in peraon to tht 
siege of WindUshora, what we now call Windsor ; where Lackland had 
entrenched himself, the centre of infinite confusions; some Reform-bil!, 
then as now. being greatly needed. There did Abbot Samson ** fight the 
battle of reform " with other ammunition, ones hopes, than ** tremendous 
cheering " and such-like ! For these things he was called " the magnani- 
mous Abbot." 

He also attended duly in his place in Parliament <2« arduit regni ; attend- 
ed especially, as in arduissimo, when ** the news reached London that 
King Kichard was a captive in Germany.'* Here, ** while all the barona aat 
to consult," and many of them looked blank enough, *' the Abbot started 
forth, prosiliU coram ommbus^ in his place in Parliament, and aaid. That Ac 
was rendy to go and seek his Lord the King, either clandestinely by anb- 
terfuge, (in tafdnagw,) or by any other method ; and search till he found 
him, and got certain notice of him ; he for one ! By which word,** aaya 
Jocelin, ** he acquired great praise for himself," unfeigned commendation 
from the Ai»le Editors of that age. 

By which word ; and also by which deed : for the Abbot actually went 
''with rich gifts to the King in Germany ;' * Usurper Lackland being fiitt 
Tooted, out from Windsor, and the King*s peace somewhat settled. 

As to these ** rich gifts." however, we have to note one thiBs : In all 
£ngland, as appeared to the Collective Wisdom, there was not like to be 
treasure enough for ransoming King Kichard ; in which extremity certain 
Lords of the Treasury, Justiciarii ad Scarcarium^ suggested that St. Ed- 
mund's Shrine, covered with thick gold, whs still untouched. Could not 
it« in this extremity, be peeled oflr,,at least in part ; under condition, of 
course, of itsj)eing replaced, when times mended ! The Abbot, starting 
plumb up, «c erigens, answerod : ** Know ye for cerUin, that I will in no 
wise do this thing ; nor is there any man who coold force me to consent 
thereto. But I will open the doors of the ChuEch : Let him that likea, 
enter ; let him that dares, come forward !" Emphatic words, which crea- 
teda aenaation round the woolsack. For the Juauciariea of the Scacearivm 
MfiMwered, ** with o/i^ha, each for himaeU *. ^ \;«io\C\. caua iamix^ Voa xa.^ 

«- Jocelini Clunmlea,^,M,4&. 
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■hare ; nor will I, nor I ! , The distant and absent who offended him. Saint 
Bdmnnd has been krtown to punish fearfully ; much more will he those close 
by, who lay yiolent hands or his coat, and would strip it off* !' These thiiigs 
being said, the Shrine was not meddled with, nor any ransom levied for it.*** 
For Lords of the Treasury have in all times their impassable lijnits, be it 
by " force of public opinion '* or otherwise ; and in those days a Heavenljr 
Awe overshadowed and encompassed, as it still ought and must, all earthly 
Business whatsoever. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

HBNBT OP ESSEX. 

Or St Edmund's fearful avengements have they not the remarkablest 
instance still before their eyes 1 He that will go to Reading Monastery 
may find there, now tonsured into a mournful penitent Monk, the once proud 
Henry |i!arl of Essex ; and discern how St. Edmund punishes terribly, yet 
with mercy ! This Narrative is too significant to be omitted as a document 
of the Time. Our Lord Abbot, once on a visit at Reading, heard the par« 
ticalars from Henry*8 own mouth ; and thereupon charged one of his monks 
to write it down ; as accordingly the Monk has done, in ambitious rhetorical 
liStin ; inserting the same, as episode, among Jocelin's garrulous leaves. 
Read it here ; with ancient, yet with modem, eyes. 

Henry EUrl of Essex, siandard-bearer of England, had high places aind 
emoluments ; had a haushty high soul, yet with various flaws, or rather 
with one many-branched flaw and crack, running through the texture of it. 
For example, did he not treat Gilbert de Cereville in the most shocking 
manner 1 He cast Gilbert into prison ; and, with chains and slow torments, 
wore the life out of him there. And Gilbert's crime was understood to be 
only that of innocent Joseph : the Lady Essex was a Potiphar*s Wife, and 
had accused poor Gilbert ! Other cracks, and branches ot that wide-spread 
flaw in the Standard-bearer's soul we could point out ; but, indeed, the main 
stem and trunk of all is too visible in this. That he had no right reverence 
for the Heavenly in Man — that, far from sbowinj; due reverence to St. Ed- 
mund,' he did not even show him common justice. While others in the 
Eastern Counties were adorning and enlarging with rich gifts St. Edmund's 
resting-plaqe, which had become a city of refuge for many things, this Earl 
of Essex flatly defrauded him, by violence or quirk of law, of five shillings 
yearly, and converted said sum to his own poor uses ! Nay, in another 
case of litigation, the unjust Standard-bearer, for his own profit, asserting 
that the cause belonged not to St. Edmund's Court, but to his in Lailand 
Hundred, *' involved us in travellings and innumerable expenses, vexing the 
servants of St. Edmund for a long tract of time." In short, he is without 
reverence for the Heavenly, this Standard-bearer ; reveres only the Earthly, 
Gold-coined ; and has a most morbid lamentable flaw in the texture of him. 
It cannot come to good. 

Accordingly, the same flaw, or St. Vitus' tic^ manifests itself 'ere long in 
another way. In the year 1157 he went with his Standard to attend King 
Henry, our blessed Sovereign, (whom we saw afterward at Waltham,) in 
his War with the Welsh. A somewhat disastrous War; in which, while 
King Henry and his force were struggHng to retreat Parthian- like, endless 
clouds of exasperated Welshmen hemming them in, and now we had come 
to the '* difllcult pass of Coleshill»" and* as it werQ, tothe nick of destruction, 
Henry Earl of Essex shrieks out on a sudden,jfblinded doubtless by his 
inner flaw, or ** evil genius " as some name it,) TTKat K\w^H,^w^ vk^iiVVaA^ 
That ail is lost— and flings down his SlanAatA \b %^\Sx ^«t.'\x*«3& SiQ»«k\ 

* Jocelini ChTovic&t ^, ll* 
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And, cevUinly enough, all had been lost, had all men been as he ; had not 
brave men, withoot such miserable jerking tie douloureux in the sonls of 
them, come dashing up, with blazing swords and looks, and asserted That 
nothmg was lost yet, that all must be regained yet. In this manner Kinff 
Henry and his force ffot safely retreated, Parthian- like, from the pass of 
Coleshill and the Welsh War.* But, once home again. Earl Robert do 
Montibrt, a kinsman of this Standard-bearer*l^ rises up in the King^s Aatom- 
bly to declare openly that such a man is unfit for bearing English Standai^ 
being, in fact, either a special traitor, or something almost worae, a coward, 
namely, or universal traitor; Wager of Battle in consequence; solemn 
Duel, by the King*8 appointment, ** in a certain Island of the Thames- 
stream at Reading, apud Radiagas, short way from the Abbey there.*' 
King, Peers, and an immense multitude of people, on such scaffolding and 
heights as they can come at, are gathered round, to see what issue the 
business will take. The business takes this bad issue, in our Menkes own 
words faithfully rendered : 

<* And it came to pass, while Robert de Montfort thundered on him man« 
fully (viriliter iTitondsset) with hard and frequent strokes, and a raiiant 
beginning promised the fruit of victory, Henry of Essex, rather giving way, 

glanced round on all sides ; and lo, at the rim of the horizon, on the con- 
nes of the River and land, he discerned the glorious King and Martjrr 
Edmund, in shining armour, and as if hovering in the air ; looking toward 
him with severe countenance, nodding his head with a mien and motion of 
austere anger. At St. Edmund's hand there stood also another Knight, 
Gilbert de Cereville, whose armour was not so splendid, whose stature was 
less gigantic; casting vengeful looks at him. This he seeing with his 
eyes, remembered that old crime brings new shame. And now wholly 
desperate, and changing reason into violence, he took the part of one blind* 
ly attacking, not skilfully defending. Who, while he struck fiercely, was 
more fiercely struck ; and so, in short, fell down vanquish«%d, and, it was 
thought, slain. As he lay there for dead, his kinsmen, Magnates of Eng- 
land, besought the King that the Monks of Reading might have leave to 
bury him. However, he proved not to be dead, but got well again amoi^ 
them ; and now, with recovered health, assuming the Regular Habit, he 
strove to wipe out the stain of his former lifp, to cleanse the long week of 
his dissolute history by at least a purifying Sabbath, and cultivate the studiee 
of Virtue into fruits of eternal Felicity "t 

Thus does the Conscience of man project itself athwart whatsoever of 
knowledge or surmise, of imagination, understanding, faculty, acquirement, 
ox natural disposition he has in him : and, like light through coloured glass, 
paint strange pictures " on the rim of the horizon " and elsewhere ! Truly, 
this same *' sense of the Infinite nature of Duty " is the central part of alt* 
with us ; a ray as of Eternity and ImmorUlity, immured in dusky many- 
coloured Time, and its deaths and births. Your " coloured glass " varies so 
much from century to century ; and, in cerUun money- making, gams- pre- 
serving centuries, it gets so terribly opaque ! Not a Heaven with cherubim 
surrounds you then, but a kind of vacant leaden-coloured Hell. One day 
it will again cease to be opaque^ this ** coloured glass." Nay, may it not 
become at once translucent and uncoloured 1 Painting no Pictures more 
for us, but only the everlasting Azure itself ? That will be a right glorions 
consummation ! 

Samt Edmund from the horizon^s edge, in shining armour, threatening the 

miadoer in his hour of extreme need : it is beautiful, it is great and true. 

So o)d, yet bo modern, actual ; true yet for every one of us, as for Henrv 

ibe Eart ^nd Monk t A glimpse as of the Dce^t in man's Destiny, which 

» See Ljttelton'B Henry 11., 11.8^4. " Joc«ainiCto»QifcV^.«^x 
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eztrdme need, thy eool is lamed ; and behold, thon canst not so mach at 
fight ! For Justice and Reverence are the everlasting central Law of this 
Universe ; and to forget them, and have all the Universe against one, God 
and one*s own Self for enemies, and only the Devil and the Dragons for 
friends, is not that a ** lameness " like few ? That some shining armed St. 
Edmund hang minatory on thy horizon, that infinite sulphur- lakes hang 
minatory, or do not now hang — this alters no whit the eternal fact of the 
thing. I say, thy soul is lamed, and the God and all Godlike in it marred : 
lamed, paralytic, tending toward baleful eternal death, whether thou know 
H or not ; nay, hadst thon never known it, that sprcly had been worst of all ! 
Thus, at any rate, by the heavenly Awe that overshadows earthly Busi- 
ness, does Samson, readily in those days, save St. Edmund's Shrine, and 
innamerable still more precious things. 



CHAPTER XV. 

PBAOTICAL DBVOTlOfTAL. 

Hbbi indeed^ perhaM, by rule of antagonisms, may be the place to men- 
tion that, after King Richard's return, there was a liberty of tourneying 
given to the fighting men of England : that a Tournament was proclaimed 
in the Abbot's domain, ** between Thetford and St. Edmundsbury," — per- 
haps in the Euston region, on Fakenham Heights, midway between these 
two localities : that it was publicly prohibited by our Lord Abbot ; and, 
nevertheless, was held in spite of him — and by the parties, as would seem, 
considered " a gentle and free passage of arms.** 

Nay, next year there came to the same spot four- and- twenty young men, 
sons of Nobles, for another passage of arms ; who, having completed the 
tame, all rode into St. Edmundsbury to lodge for the night Here is 
modesty ! Our Loid Abbot being instructed of it, ordered the Gates to be 
closed ; the whole party shut in. The morrow was the Vigil of the Apostles 
Peter and Paul ; no outgate un the morrow. Giving their f^omise not to 
depart without permission, those four-and-twenty young bloods dieted all 
that day (manijutcaveruni) with the Lord Abbot, waiting for trial on the 
morrow. ** But after dinner," — mark it, posterity ! — '* the Lord Abbot 
retiring into his Thafamue^ they all started up, and began carolling and 
einging, {carolare et cantare;) sending into the Town for wine ; drinking, 
and afterward howling, (tUidantes ;) totally depriving the Abbot and Convent 
of their afternoon's nap ; doing all this in derision of the I^ord Abbot,'and 
spending in such fashion the whole day till evening, nor would they desist 
at the Lord Abbot's order ! Night coming on, they broke the bolts of the 
Town-Gates, and went off by ** violence !*** 'Was the like ever heard ofl 
The roysterous young dogs ; carolling, howling, breaking the Lord Abbot's 
•leep ; after that sinful chivalry cock-fight of theirs ! They too are a 
feature of distant centuries, as of near ones. St. Edmund on the edge of 
your horizon, or whatever else there, yoiing scamps, in the dandy state, 
whether cased hi iron or in whalebone, begin to caper and carol on the green 
Earth ! Our Lord Abbot excommunioated most of them ; and they grada- 
ally came in for repentance. 

Excommunication is a great recipe with our Lord Abbot ; the prevailing 
purifier in those ages. Thus, when the Townsfolk snd Monks-menials 
quarrelled once at the Christmas Mysteries in St. Edmund's Churchyard, 
and " from words it came to cuffs, and from cuffs to cuttings and the effa- 
aion of blood,*' oaf Lord Abbot excommunicates sixty of the rioters, with 
bell, book, and candle, (aceemis candtlUy) al ot\e aXtcftwrA ^\!i»iwjsv<^^io^ 
jJI aotae BappliMot, indeed nearly naked* " iiO\3iuii^ c»a>a»x^^^^ >Biw»ao«V 

*j6c€Uni Cbnndca, p. 40. \\tA^M^-^- 
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omnino midi prater femondiOf and prostrate themaeWes at tha Gharch'^oor.** 
Fiffure that ! 

In fact, by excommanication or persuasion, by impetuosity of dri^inj^ or 
adroitness in leading, this Abbot, it is now becoming plain everywhere, is • 
man that generally remains master at last. He tempers his medicine to ibo 
malady, now hot, now cool ; prudent though fiery, an eminently practical 
man. Nay, sometimes in his adroit practice there are swift turns almost of 
a surprising nature ! Once, for example, it chanced that Greoffrey RiddeD* 
Bishop of Ely, a Prelate rather troublesome to our Abbot, made a request 
of him for timber from his woods toward certain edifices going on at Glema- 
ford. The Abbot, a great builder himself, disliked the request ; could not, 
however, give it a negative. While he lay, therefore, at his manor-hooae 
of Melford not long after, there comes to him one of the Lord Bishop*s men 
or monks, with a message from his lordship, ** That he now begged per- 
mission to cut down the requisite trees in Elmswell Wood ;** so said the 
monk : Islmswellf where there are no trees but scrubs and shrubs, instead 
of "Elmset, our true nemus^ and high- towering oak-wood, here on Melford 
Manor ! Elmswell 1 The Lord Abbot, in surprise, inquires privily of 
Richard his Forester; Richard ans.vers that my Lord of Ely has already 
had his earpentarU in Elmve^ and marked out for his own use all the best 
trees in the compass of it. Abbot Samion thereupon answers the monk : 
<< Elmswell 1 Yes sorely, be it as niy Lord Bishop wishes." The succeaeftd 
monk, on the morrow morning, hastens home to Ely ; but on the morrow 
morning, " directly after mass,** Abliot Samson too was busy ! The ane- 
cessful monk, arriving at Ely, is rated for a goose and an owl ; is ordered 
back to say that Elmset was the place meant. Alas, on arriving at Elnuet, 
be finds the bishop*s trees, they ** and a hundred more,** all felled and piled, 
and the stamp of St. Edmund's Monastery burnt into them, for roofing of 
the great tower we are building there ! Your importunate Bishop moai 
•eek wood for Glemsford edifices m some other nemus than this. A prac- 
tical Abbot ! 

We said withal there was a terrible flash of an^er in him ? witoesa hia 
address to old Herbert the Dean, who in a too thrifty manner has erected a 
wind-mill for himself on his elcbe-lands at Haberdon. On the morrow, 
afler mass, our Lord Abbot orders the Cellerarius to send oflf his carpentera 
to demolish the said structure brevt manu^ and lay-up the wood in eafe 
keeping. Old Dean Herbert, hearing what was toward, comes tottering 
along hither, to plead humbly for himself and his mill. The Abbot answers : 
" I am obliged to thee as if thou hadst cut oflf both my feet ! By God*s 
face, per os Dei^ I will not eat bread till that fabric be torn in pieces. Thoa 
art an old man, and shouldst have known that neither the King nor his 
Justiciary dare change aught within the Liberties, without consent of Abbot 
and Convent ; and thou hast presumed on such a thing ? I tell thee it 
will not be without damage to my mills ; for the Townsfolk will go to thy 
mill, and grind their corn (bladum suum) at their own good pleasure ; nor 
can 1 hinder them, since they are free men. I will allow no new mills on 
such principle. Away, away ; before thou gettest home again, thoii wilt 
see what thy mill has grown to !'** The very reverend, the old Dean, 
totters home again in all haste ; tears the mill in pieces by his own ear* 
ptntarii, to save at least the timber ; and Abbot Samson's workmen, coming 
up, find the ground already clear of it. 

Eaay to bully down poor old rural Deans, and blow their wind-mills away : 

bat who is the man that dare abide King Richard's anger ; cross the lion in 

bit pMth, and take him by the whiskers ! Abbot Samson too ; he is that 

msn, mtb juMice on his side. The case was \!h\%. Adam de CokefieUl, 

Mi^ of the chief feudatories of St. lUimanA, and a ^m.\^\ uaa Vik ^iaa 

Mamtem Coaatiea, died, leaving larne poaaeaa\ons,%odi<K Vunxaaaa^'&I^Xaa 
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of three months ; who, by clear law, as all men know, became thus Abbot 
Samson's ward ; whom accordingly he proceeded to dispose of to snch 
person as seemed fittest. . But now King Richard has another person in 
view, to whom the little ward and her great possessions were a suitable 
thing. He, by letter, requests that Abbot Samson will have the goodness 
to give her to this person. Abbot Samson, with deep humility, replies that 
she is already given. I^ew letters from Richard, of severer tenor ; 
wnswered with new deep humilities, with gifts and entreaties, with no pro- 
mise of obedience. Kind Richard*8 ire is kindled ; messengers arrive at 
St. Edmundsbury, with emphatic message to obey or tremble ! Abbot 
Samson, wisely silent as to the King's threats, makes answer : ** The King 
can send if he will, and seise the ward : force and power he has to do his 

S'easure, and abolish the whole Abbey. I never can be bent to wish* this 
at he seeks, nor shall it by me be ever done. For there is danger lest 
•nch things be made a precedent of, to the prejudice of my successors. 
Videat AUtssimus^ Let the Most High look on it. Whatsoever thing shall 
befall I will patiently endure." 

Such was Abbot Samson's deliberate decision. Why not 1 Coenr-dfr* 
Lion is very dreadful, but not the dreadfulest. Vtdeai AUissimus. I . 
reverence Coeur-de-Lion to the marrow of my bones, and will in all right 
things be homo suus ; but it is not, properly speaking, with terror, with any 
fear at all. On the whole, have I not looked on the face of ** Satan with 
OQtspread wings ;" steadily into Hellfire these seven- and- forty years ; and 
was not melt^ into terror even at that, such the Lord's goodness to me 1 
C<»ur-de*Lioo ! 

Richard swore tornado oaths, worse than our armies in Flanders, To be 
revenged on that proud Priest. Bat in the end he discovered that the 
Priest was right ; and forgave him, and even loved him. ** King Richard 
wrote, soon after, to Abbot Samson, That he wanted one or two of the Si. 
Edmuiidsbary dogs, which he heard were good." Abbot Samson sent him 
dogs of the best ; Richard replied by the present of a ring, which Pope 
Innocent the Third had given him. Thou brave Richard, thou brave Sam- 
eon ! Richasd too, I suppose, *^ loved a man," and knew one when he 
saw him. 

No one will accuse our Lord Abbot of wanting worldly wisdom, doe 
interest in worldly things. A skilful msn ; full of cunning insight, lively 
interests ; always discerning the road to his object, be it circuit, be it short- 
cut, and victoriously travelling forward thereon. Nay, rather it might seem, 
from Jocelin's Narrative, as if he had his eye all but exclusively directed on 
terrestrial matters, and was much too secular for a devout man. But this 
too, if we examine it, was right. For it is in the world that a man, devout 
or other, has his life to lead, his work wailing to be done. The basis of 
Abbot Samson's, we shall discover, was truly religion, after all. Returning 
from his dusty pilgrimage, with such welcome as we saw, ** he sat down at 
the fool of St. Edmund's Shrine." Not a talking theory that ; no, a silent 
practice : Thou, St. Edmund, with what lies in thee, thou now must help me, 
or none will ! 

This also is a significant fact : the zealous interest our Abbot took in the 
Crusades. To all noble Christian hearts of that era, what earthly enterprise 
so noble 1 " When Henry II., having taken the cross, came to St. Ed- 
round's to pay his devotions before setting out, the Abbot secretly made for 
himself a cross of linen cloth : and, holding this in one hand and a threaded 
needle in the other, asked leave of the King to assume it !" The King 
could not spare Samson out of England ; the King himself, indeed, never 
went. But the Abbot's eye was set on the HoV^ ^«^\A!c\:tx« ^« ^vci ^^ v^^fc* 
of this Earth where the true cause of He&veiv w^a ^«c\^vck% \^»<^^; , '''' *»^ 
ibe retaking of /eroMlem by the Pagans^ AV>Vx>\. ^wikWi\i V'^v ^^ ^.c^v^.*^ ^sA. 
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hair-ihirt, and wore under-garments of hair-cloth ever after ; he abatamed 
also from flesh and flesh-meats {came et cameis) thenceforth to the end of 
his life." Like a dark cloud eclipsing the hopes of Christendom, tboae 
tidings cast their shadow over St. Edmundsbory too : ShnU Samson Abbaa 
take pleasure while Christ's Tomb is in the hands of the Infidel 1 Saoisoii, 
in pain of body, shall daily be reminded of it, admonished to grieve for it. 

The great antique heart : how like a child's in its simplicity^ like a man's 
in its earnest solemnity and depth ! Heaven lies over him wheresoever he goes 
or stands on the £arih ; making all the Earth a mystic Temple to him, the 
Earth's business all a kind of worship. Glimpses of bright creaturea flash 
in the common sunlight ; angels yet hover doing God's messages among 
men : that rainbow was set m the clouds by the hand of God ! Wonder, 
miracle encompass the man ; he lives in an element of miracle ; Heaven's 
splendour over his head, Hell's darkness under his feet. A great Law of 
Duty, high as these two Infinitudes, dwarfing all else, annihilating all elaa 
— making royal Richard as small as peasant Samson, smaller if need be! 
The *Mmaginative faculties V ** Rude poetic agesi" The ** primeval 

rtic element V Oh, for God's 8ake« good reader, talk no more of all that ! 
vas not a Dilettantism this of Abbot Samson. It was a Reality, and it 
is one. The garment only of it is dead ! the essence of it lives through all 
Time and all Eternity ! 

And truly, as we said above, is not this comparative silence of Abbd 
Samson as to his religion, precisely the healthiest sign of him and of ii% 
<* The Unconscious is the alone Complete." Abbot Samson all along a bnay 
working man, as all men are bound to be, his religion, his worship waa like 
his daily bread to him ; which he did not take the trouble to talk moch 
about; which he merely ate at stated intervals, and lived and did hia work upon! 
This is Abbot Samson's Catholicism of the Twelfth Century ; aometmog 
like the Ism of all true men in all true centuries, I fancy ! Alas, compared 
with any of the Isms current in these poor days, what a thing ! Compaied 
with the respectablest, morbid, struggling Methodism, never so earnest ; with 
the respectablest, ghastly, dead or galvanized Dilettantism, never so apa^ 
modic ! 

Methodism with its eye for ever turned on its own navel ; asking itaelf 
with torturing anxiety of Hope and Fear, **Am I right, am I wrong! 
Shall I be saved, shall I not be damned 1" what is this, at bottom, bat 
a new phasis of Egoism^ stretched out into the Infinite ; not alwaya the 
heavenlier for its infinitude ! Brother, so soon as possible, endeavour to 
rise above all that. ** Thou art wrong ; thuu art like to be damned :" coi^ 
aider that as the fact, reconcile thyself even to that, if thou be a man ; 
then first is the devouring Universe subdued under thee, and firom the black 
murk of midnight and noise of greedy Acheron, dawn as of an everlastii^ 
morning, how far above all Hope and all Fear, springs for thee, enlightening 
thy steep path, awakening in thy heart celestial Memnon's music ! 

But of our Dilettantisms and galvanized Dilettantisms ; of Puseyiam— > 
O Heavens, what shall we say of Poseyism, in comparison to Twelfth-Cen- 
tury Catholicism 1 Little or nothing; for, indeed, it is a matter to atrike 
one dumb. 

The Builder of this Universe was wiie, 

He plaon'd all souli , all Bvitems, planeti, particles : 

The Plan He shaped Hii Worlds and JEon% by 

Was Heavens ! Was thy small Nine-and thirty Articles 7 

That certain human souls, living on this practical Earth, should think to 

•ave themselves and a ruined world by noisy theoretic demonatrationa and 

UtudBtiont of the Church, instead of some unnoiay, unconscious, but |>rac/t- 

colt total, i^eart-and-soul demonatralion oC a CVvwicVi'. xYv\«,V(iCGi« cvtcU of 

rmrolving aget, thia aiao was a thing we weie \o aee. KVoA ^^ ^\w\xmm*» 
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thing, iMreeuTior of werr stniigiB consummationi ; last thing but one ! If 
there is no atmoepbere, what will it lerye a man to demonstrate the exc^ 
lence of lungs t How mueh profitabler when yoa can, like Abbot Sam* 
son, breathe ; and go along yoar way ! 



CHAPTER XVL 

ST. EDMUND. 

Abbot Samson bailt many useful, many pious edifices ; human dwellings, 
churches, church-steeples, bams ; all fallen now and vanished, but useful 
while they stood. He built snd endowed " the Hospital of Babwell ;" built 
** fit houses for the St. ESdmundsbury Schools." Many are the roofs once 
" thatdhed with reeds " which he ** caused to be covered with tiles ;** or, if 
they were churches, probably "with lead." For all ruinous incomplete 
things, buildings or other, were an eye-sorrow to the man. We saw his 
^ great lower of St. Edmond^s ;" or at least the roof-timbers of it, lying cut 
•Dd stamped in Elmset Wood. To change combustible decaying reed- thatch 
ioto tile or lead, and material, still more, moral wreck into rain- tight order, 
what a comfort to Samson ! 

One of the things he could not in anywise but rebuild was the ereat Al* 
tar, aloft un which stbod the Shrine itself; the great Altar which had been 
damaged by fire, by the careless rubbish and careless candle of two som- 
nolent Monks one night — the Shrine escaping almost as if by miracle ! 
Abbot Samson read his Monks a severe lecture : " A Dream one of ns 
bad, that he saw St. Edmund naked snd in lamentable plight. Know yo 
the interpretation of that Dream ! St. Edmund proclaims himself naked 
because ye defraud the naked Poor of your old clothes, and give with reluc- 
tance what ye are bound to give tbem of meat and drink : the idleness, 
moreover, and negligence of the Sacristan and his people is too evident from 
the late misfortune by fire. Well might our Holy Martyr seem to lie cast 
OQt ^rom his Shrine, and say, with groans, that he was stripped of his 
garments, and wasted with hunger and thirst !" 

This is Abbot 8amson*s interpretation of the Dream ; diametrically th« 
reverse of that given by the Monks themselves, who scruple not to say pri* 
▼ily, '* It is we that are the nnked and famished limbs of the Martyr ; we 
whom the Abbot curtails of all our privileges, setting his own official to 
control our very Cellarer !" Abbot Samson adds, that this judffment by fire 
has fallen upon them for murmuring about their nieat and drink. 

Clearly enough, meanwhile, the Altar, whatever the burning of it mean 
•r foreshadow, must needs be re-edified. Abbot Samson re-edified it, all of 
polished marble ; with the highest stretch of art and sumptuosily, re-embel- 
lithes the Shrine for which it is to serve as pediment. Nay, farther, as had 
«v«r been among his prayees, he enjoys, he sinner, a glimpse of the glorious 
Martyr^s very Body in the process ; having solemnly opened the Locu/ui, 
Chest, or sacred Coffin for that purpose. ' It is the culminating moment of 
Abbot Samson*s life. Bozzy Jocelin himself rises into a kind of Psalmist 
noiemnity on this occasion ; the laziest monk <* weeps *' warm tears as TV 
Deum is song. 

Very strnnge ; how far vanished from us in these unworshippinff agee 
of ours ! The Patriot Hampden, best beatified man we have, had Tain in 
like manner some two centuries in his narrow home, when certain dignita- 
riea of us, and '* iwelve grave-diggers with pulleys,"* raised him also up, under 
cloud of night; cutoff his arm with penknives, pulled the scalp oflfhis head 
—and otherwise worahipped our Hero Saint \\\\]^e mQaXikmi^i\tks^tnM»<\«vV^ 
Lsitbe modem eye look earnestly on lh«l o\d m\An\^x Viwfit *m^'^AKos:oft«r 
*AnaiuJBsgittw, (jmr 1088, Chroniole, p. »,> 0«ittws»Bn?%^ll»<pa3Bi%.^- ^' 
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bury Church, shining yet on u«, ruddy-bright, through the depths of 
hundred years ; and consider mournfully what our Hero-worship once wai^ 
and what it now is ! We translate with all the fidelity we can : 

** The Festival of St. Edmund now approachiog, the marble blocks art 
polished, and all things are in readiness for lifting of the Shrine to its 
new place. A fast of three days was held by all the people, the cause and 
meaning thereof being publicly set forth to them. The Abbot announces 
to the Convent that all must prepare themselves for transferring of the 
Shrine, and appoints time and way for the work. Coming, therefore, that 
night to matins, we found the great Shrine {feretrum nuiffnun) raised opon 
the Altar, but empty ; covered all over with white doe-skin leather, fixed ts 
the wood with silver nails ; but one panel of the Shrine was left down bo- 
low, and resting thereon, beside its okl column of the Church, the Loculos 
with the Sacred Body yet lay where it was wont. Praises being sung, we 
all proceeded to commence our disciplines (ad difciplinas tuscifiendttM.) 
These finished, the Abbot and certain with him are clothed in their albs ; and; 
approaching reverently, set about uncovering the Loculus. There was an 
outer cloth of linen, enwrapping the Loculus and all ; this we found tied 
on the upper side with strings of its own : within this was a cloth of silk» 
and then another linen cloth, and then a third ; and so at last the Locolos 
was wicovercd, and seen resting on a little tray of wood, that the bottom 
of it might not be injured by the stone. Over the breast of the Martyr 
there lay, fiied to the surface of the Loculus, a Golden Angel about the 
length of a human foot ; holding in one hand a gokien swotd and 
in the other a banner : under this there was a hole in the lid of the Locolos^ 
on which the ancient servants of the Martyr had been wont to lay their hands 
for touching the Sacred Body. And over the figure of the Angel was this 
Terse inscribed : 

** Martiris ecce zoma servai Michaelia agalma.* 
At the head and foot of the Loculus were iron rings whereby it could bt 
lifted." 

"' Lifting the Loculos and Body, therefore, they carried it to the Altar ; 
and I put- to my sinful hand to help in carrying, though the Abbot had cooi- 
naiided that none should approach except called. And the Loculus was 
placed in the Shrine ; and the panel it had stood on was* put in its places 
and the Shrine for the present closed. We all thought that the Abbot would 
show the Loculus to the people ; and bring out the Sacred Body again at a 
certain period of the Festival But in this we were wofuUy mistaken, as 
the sequel shows. 

** For in the fourth holyday of the Festival, while the Convent were all 
singing Comvltlorium^ our Lord Abbot spoke privily with the Sacristan and 
Walter the Medicus ; and order was taken that twelve of the Brethroa 
should be appointed against midnifzht, who were strong for carrying tho 
panel-planks of the Shrine, and skilful in unfixing them and putting theoi 
together again. The Abbot then said that it was amonf his prayers to lode 
once upon the Body of his Patron ; and that he wished the Sacristan and 
Walter the Medicus to be with him. The Twelve appointed Brethren wert 
these : The Abbot*s two Chsplains, the two Keepers of the Shrine, the 
two Masters of the Vestry, and six more, namely, the l^acristan Hugo, 
Walter the Medicus, Aosostin, William of Dice, Robert, and Richard. I, 
lias, was not of the number. 

** The Convent, therefore, being all asleep, these Twelve, clothed in thoir 

albs, with the Abbot, assembled at the Altar ; and opening a panel of tho 

Shrine, they took out the Loculus, laid it on a table near where the Shrino 

ased to he, mpd made ready for unfaaieninf the Ud« which was joined ond 

£xed to the Loculus with sixteen verf .\on^ iii\\«. V^YixcVi ^"^xl^ ^w^k 

« ThiM iB tlfo Mart7r*B Oarment, wMckk Vk;ha«A?% !»»«.« vaaiAa, 
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difficatty, tbej hftd done, all except the two fore-named associates are ordered 
to draw back. The Abbot and they two were alone privileged to look in. 
The Loculos was so filled with the {$acred Body that you could scarcely put 
a needle between the head and the wood, or between the feet and the wood : 
the hflad fay united to the body, a little rai8e4 with a small pillow. But 
the Abbot, looking close, found now a silk cloth veiling the whole Body, 
and then a linen cloth of wondrous whiteness ; and upon the bead was spread 
a small linen cloth, and then another small and most fine silk cloth, as if it 
were the veil of a nun. These coverings being lifted off, they found now 
the Sacred Body all wrapped in linen ; and so at length the lineaments of the 
same appeared. But here the Abbot stopped ; saymg he durst not proceed 
farther* or look at the sacred flesh naked. Taking the head between hit 
hands, he thus spake, groaning : ' Glorious Martyr, holy Edmund, blessed 
be the hour when thou wert born. Glorious Martyr, turn it not to my per- 
dition that I have so dared to touch thee, I miserable and sinful ; thoa 
knowest my devout love and the intention of my mind.' And, proceeding, 
be touched the eyes ; and the nose, which was very massive and prominent* 
{valdc grosaum ei valde ewUneniem ;) and then he touched the breast and 
arms ; and, raising the left arm, hie touched the fingers, and placed his own 
fingers between the sacred fingers. And, proceeding, he found the feet 
standing stiif up, like the feel of a man dead yesterday ; and he touched the 
toes, and counted them, {langerub numerhvU.) 

** And now it was agreed that the other Brethren should be called forward 
to see the miracles ; and accordingly those ten now advanced, and along 
with them six others who had stolen in without the Abbot's assent, namely, 
Walter of St. Albania, Hugh the Infirmirarius, Gilbert brother of the Prior, 
Richard of Henham, iocellus our Cellarer, and TursUn the Little ; and all 
th^e saw the Sacred Body, but Turstan alone of them put forth his hand, 
and toached the Saipt's knees and feet. And that there might be abundance 
of witnesses, one of our Brethren, John of Dice, sitting on the roof of the 
Church, with the servants of the Vestry, and lookmg through, clearly saw 
all these things." 

What a scene ; shining luminous effulgent, as the lamps of St. Edmund 
do, through the dark Night ; John of Dice, with vestrymen, clambering on 
the roof to look through ; the Convent all asleep, and the Elarth all asleep*— 
and since then Seven Centuries of Time mostly gone to sleep ! Yes, there, 
sore enough, is the martyred Body of .Edmund, landlord of the Eastern 
Counties, who, nobly doing what he liked with his own, was slain three 
hundred years ago : and a noble awe surrounds the memory of him, symbol 
and promoter of many other right noble things. 

Hare not we now advanced to strange new stages of Hero-worship, now 
in the little Church of Hampden, with our penknives out, and twelve grave- 
diggers with pulleys 1 The manner of men's Hero- worship, verily it is the 
innermost fact of their eiisteoce, and determines all the rest — at public 
hustings, in private drawing-rooms, in church, in market, and wherever else. 
Have true reverence, and what, indeed, is inseparable therefrom, reverence 
the right man, all is well ; have sham- reverence, and what also follows, 
'creet with it the wrong man, then all is ill, and there is noUiing well. Alas, 
if Hero-worship become DiletUntism, and all except Msmmonism be a vain 
grimace, how much, in this most earneat Earth, has gone, and is evermore 
going, to fatal deetruction, and lies wasting in quiet lazy ruin, no ram re- 
garding it ! Till at length no heavenly Ism any l^^Q^ coming down upon 
us, /sflu from the other quarter have to mount up. For the Earth, I say, ia 
an earnest place ; Ufe is no grimaee, but a most serious fact. And so, un- 
der universal Dilettantism much having been stTVVV^ Va.\%,tiqx>^ vk<^^^ 
uneB ua)/, bat iJbeir very bodies and bread-cupboaida\im.Vv[i^\M%Tv %N.x\\!^«^^^«% 
sadJJA BOW DO hogw ponibla^all ia teduc^d Vo d««^v%^A»m>A v&a ^o»& 
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law of NecMUtjr and Tery Fact ngain ; and to temper Dilettantiam, tad 
astonish it, and burn it op with infernal fire, arisas Chartisaa, Bare^-back-Hautf 
Santculottism so-called ! May the gods, and what of nnworahipped heroaa 
atill remain among us, avert the omen. 

But, however this may be, St. Edmund's Loculus, we find, hib tlie Yeib 
of silk and linen reverently replaced,, the lid fastened down again with its 
sixteen ancient nails ; is wrapped in a new costly covering of silk, the otfi of 
Hubert, Archbishop of Canterbury : and through the aky- window John of 
Bice sees it lifted to its place in the Shrine, the panels of this latter duly 
refiied, fit parchment documents being introduced withal : and now John 
and his vestrymen can slide down from the roof, for all is over, and the 
Convent wholly awakens to matins. ** When we assembled to sing matioe," 
says Jocelin, " and understood what had been done, grief took hold of all 
that had not seen these things, each saying to himself, * Alas, I was de- 
ceived.' Matins over, the Abbot called the Convent to the greai Altar; 
and, briefly recounting the matter, alleged that it bad not been in hi* power, 
nor was it permissible or fit, to invito us ail to the sight of such things. . At 
iMariiig of which, we all wept, and with tears sang Te Dewm ImdamiuB ; 
and hastened to toll the bells in the Choir.*' 

' Stupid blockheads, to reverence their St. Edmund's dead Body in this 
manner 1 Yes, brother ; and yet, on the whole, who knows how to rever- 
ence the Body of a Man 1 It is the roost reverend phenomenon ander this 
Son. For the Highest God dwells visible in that mystic nnfathomable 
Yisibility which calls itself ** I '* on the Earth. " Bending before man," 
says Novalis, ** is a reverence done to this Revelation in uie Fleah. We 
touch Heaven when we lay our hand on a human Body.*' And the Body 
of one Dead ; a temple where the Hero- soul once was and now ia not : 
Oh, all mystery, all pity, all mute awe and wonder; jSuecmatiiralisaa 
Vrooght home to the very dullest ; Eternity laid open, and the Nether 
]>arkness and the upper Light- Kingdoms ; do conjoin there^ or exist no-^ 
-where f Sauerteig used to say to me, in his peculiar way : "A Chaoceiy 
Lawsuit ; justice, nay, justice in mere money, denied a man, for all bw 
pleading, till twenty, till forty years of bis Life are gone seeking it : andi a 
Cockney Funeral, Death reverenced by hatchmenta, horsehair, braas-lacker, 
and unconcerned bipeds carrying long poles and bags of black silk : are not 
these two reverences, this reverence for Death and that reverence for Lifi^ 
a notable pair of reverences among you English 1" 

Abbot Samson, at thin culminating point of his existence, may, and indeed 

nust, be left to vanish with his Life- scenery from the eyes of modem men. 

He had to run into France, to settle with King Ricmrd for the militaiy 

aervice there of his St. Edmundsbury Knights ; and with great labour got 

it done. He had to decide on the dilapidated Coventry Monks ; and widi 

groat labour, and much pleading and journeying, got them reinstated ; dioed 

with them all, and with the *' Masters of the Schools of Oxneford," the veii- 

table Oxford Caput eitting there at dinner, in a dim, but undeniable, manner* 

in the City of Peeping Tom ! , He had, not without labour, to controvert 

the intrusive Bishop of Ely, the intrusive Abbot of Clony. Magnanirooos 

Samson, his life is but a labour and a journey ; a bostling and a justling, till 

the still Night come. He is sent ibr again, over, see, to adviae King Ricbttd 

touching certein Peers of England, who had taken the Cross, but never 

followed it to Palestine, whom the Pope is inquiring after. The mef- 

nanimens Abbot makes preparation for departure ; departe, and*— — And 

Jocelin's Boswellean Narrative, suddenly shorn throogh by the scissors of 

Destiny, ends. There are no words more ; hot a Mack line, and leaves of 

hlaok paper, frremedMble : the miracnWa band that held all thia theatiie- 

machinery aaddenfy quitB bold; impeneiimV)^TiniA-Ontta\cia tw^^w^v 

«i Ui0 miad'B aye ail u again dark, wd v ^mlJbi VioiiA ^Mm^V^^^ ^^-^^^ 
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ear, our Teal-phantannigory of St. Edmundtbury plunks into the botom 
of the Twelfth Century again, ajnd all is over. Monks, Abbot, Hero-wor- 
•hipt GoTernmenfc, Obedience, CcBur-d^'Lion and St. Edmund's Shrine, 
vanish like Miria's Vision ; and there is nothing left but a mutilated black 
Rain amid green botanic expanses, and oxen, sheep, and dilettanti pasturing 
in their places. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

THE BBOINN1NG8. 

What a singular shape of a Man, shape of a Time, have we in this Abbot 
Samson and his history ; how strangely do modes, creedn, formularies, and 
the date and place of a man's birth modify the figure of the man I 

Formulad too, as we call them, have a reality in Human Life. They are 
real as the very skin and nmscular tissue o( a Man's Life ; and a most bless- 
ed indispensable thing, so long as they have vitality withal, and area Umng 
akin and tissue to him ! No man, or man's life, can go abroad and do 
business in the world without skin and tissues. No ; first of all, these have 
to fashion themselves — as, indeed, they spontaneously and inevitably do. 
Foam itself, and this is worth thinking of, can harden into oyster-shell ; all 
living objects do by necessity lorm to themselves a skin. 

And yet, again, when a man's Formulas become dead ; as all Formulas, 
io the progress of living growth, are very sure to do ! When the poor man's 
iiit^uments, no longer nourished from within, become dead skin, mere 
adscitirioos leather and callosity, wearing thicker and thicker, uglier and ug- 
lier till no heart any longer can i>e felt beating through them, so thick, callous, 
calcified are they ; and all over it has now grown mere calcified oyster-shell, 
or were it polished mother-of-pearl, inward almost to the very heart of the 
poor man : yes, then, you may say, his usefulness once more is quite ob 
atructed : once more he cannot go abroad and do business in the world ; 
it is time that he take to bed, and prepare for departure, which cannot now 
be distant ! 

Ubi homines sunt modi sunt. Habit is the deepest law of human nature. 
It is our supreme strength ; if also, in certain circumstances, our miserablest 
weakness. From Stoke to Stowe is as yet a field, all pathless, untrodden : 
from Stoke where I live, to Stowe where I have to make my merchandises, 
perform avf businesses, consult my heavenly oracles, there is as yet no path 
or human footprint ; and I, impelled by such necessities, must, nevertheless, 
undertake the journey. Let me go once, scanning my way with any ear- 
nestness of out look, and successfully arriving, my footprints are and invita- 
tion to me a second time to go by the same wsy. It is easier than any 
Other way : the industry of ** scanning " lies already invested in it for me ; 
I -can go this time with less of scanning, or without scanning at all. 
Nay, the very sight of my footprints, what a comfort for me ; and, in a de- 
gree, for all my brethren of mankind ! The footprints are trodden and re- 
trodden ; the path wears ever broader, smoother, into a broad highway, 
where even wheels can run ; and many travel it ; till — till the Town of 
Stowe disappear from iliat locality, (as towns have been known to do,) or no 
merchandising, heavenlv oracle, or real business any longer exist for one 
there : then why should anybody travel the way ^ Habit is our primal, 
fundamental law ; Habit and Imitation, there is nothing more perennial ia 
us than these two. They are the source of all Working and all Apprentice- 
ahip, of all Practice and all Learning, in this world. 

Yes, the wise man too speaks and acts in Formulaa ; all inAti.d<^,«^« ttk 
g9nenl the more completely caaed vrVlVi ¥otia«\aa ^ taxcLtoxa ^^2^i 
mAw. happier i9 it for him. Thou who, m ^ M\ o^ tQ\VW^^ oTna$A»%^'^ 

7* 
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lo stand nicfa bare, having indignantly ahaken off the faperaimaated nam 
and unaonna calloaitiea of Fomulaa— conaider how thoa too art atill clo^ 
ed ! Thia Engliah Nationality, wbataoever from oncoonted ages is senuiiM 
and a fact among thy native People, and their worda and ways : all this, has 
it not made for thee a akin, or aecond-ekin, adheaive actually aa thy natunl 
akiu t This ihoo hast not atripped off, this thou wilt never atrip off : tb« hv- 
mour that thy mother gave thee has to show itself through this. A commoB, 
or it may be an uncommon Englishman thou art . but good Heavena, what 
aort of Arab, Chiuaman, Jew-Clothesman, Turk, Hindoo, African Mandingo 
wouldst thou have been, tktm with those mother-qualitiee of thine ! 

It strikes me>dumb to look over the long series of faces, such aa any foil 
Church, Court-house, London- Tavern Meeting, or miactfllany of men will 
show them. Some score or two of years ago all these were little red>eo- 
loured pulpy infanta ; each of them capable of being kneaded, baked iato 
any social form you chose : yet sec now how they are fixed and hardaned 
— ^into artisans, artiats, clergy, gentrv, learned sergeanta, unlearned dandi«i, 
and can and shall now be nothing else henceforth I 

Mark on that nose the colour left by too copious port and viaoda ; to 
which the profuse cravat with exorbitant breastpin, and the fixed, forwiiidt 
and, as it were, menacing glance of the eyes correspond. That ia a ** Man 
of Bosiness;" prosperous manufacturer, house- contractor, engineer, hnr* 
manager ; his eye, nose, cravat have, in such work and fortune, got such • 
character : deny him not thy praise, thy pity. Pity him too, the .Hard-haod- 
ed, with bony brow, rudely combed hair, eyea looking out aa in laboor, m 
difficulty, and uncertainty ; rude mouth, the lips coarae, loose, aa in haul 
toil and lifelong fatigue they have got the habit of hanging : haat thou 
aeen aught more touching than the rude intelligence, ao cramped, yet ener* 
gotic, unsubduabie, true, which looks out of thst marred visage 1 Alaa, and 
his poor wife, with her own hands, waahed that cotton neckeloth for hiai« 
buttoned that coarse shirt, sent him forth crediubly trimmed as »he could. 
In such imprisonment lives he, for his part ; man cannot now deliver bim : 
the red pulpy infant has been baken and faatiioned ao. 

Or what kind of baking was it that this other brother-mortal got, which bo 
baked him into the genua Dandy 1 Elegant Vacuum ; aerenely looking 
down upon all Plenuma and Entities, as low and poor to bia aerene Chi- 
me'raahip and iVbfientity laboriously attained ! Heroic Vacuum ; inexpugoft- 
ble, while purse and present condition of society hold out ; curable by do 
hellebore. The doom of Fate waa. Be thou a Dandy ! Have thy eye* 
glaases, opera-glaaaes, thy Long^Acre cabs with white-breeched tiger, thy 
yftwning impassivities, pococurantisma ; Jix thyaelf in Dandyhood, undelivar- 
able ; it ia thy doom. 

And all theae, we aay, were red-coloured infanta ; of the aame palp and 
stuff, few years ago ; now irretrievably ahaped and kneaded aa we sea ! 
Formulae f There is no mortal extant, out of the deptha of Bedlam, bat 
lives all akinned, thatched, covered over with Formnlaa ; and ia, as it wort, 
held in from dehrinm and the Inane by hia Formulas ! They are withal iIm 
moat beneficent, indispensable of human eqoipmenta : bleaaed he who has 
a akin and tiaanes, ao it be a living one, and the heart-polae everywhert 
diacemible through it. Monachism, Feudalism, with a real King Plantn- 
genet, with real Abbou Samvon, and their other living realitiea, how bleaaed ! 

Not without a mournful intereat have we surveyed thia authentic imaga 

df a Time now wholly awallowed. Moitmful refleetiona crowd on us : and yat 

consolatory. How many brave men have lived before Agamemnon ! Hera 

is a brave governor Saroaon, a man fearing God, and fearing nothing elae ; 

efwbom, a§ Fint Lord of the Treaaury, aa King, Chief Editor, High Prioat, 

" we coald be eo ahd and proud ; of whom, iievcrMMt\%«ia, Y«i&aYa» ^va^titet 

^M^tteu to joale mention ! The ieinl isieta e(Yius^i«'ivia4'm ^^ms ^^am. 
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if fomid in tiM ^oMip of one poor Monk, and in Nature nowhere else. Obli- 
irion bad so nigfa swallowed him altogether, even to the echo of hie ever 
having eiisted. What regiments and hosts and generations of such haa 
ObliTion already awalloiw^ !* Their crumbled dost makes up the soil oar 
Hfe-fruit srows on. Said I not, as my old Norse Fathers taught me, The 
Life*tree Igdrasil, which wayes round thee in this hour, whereofthou in thia 
hour art portion, haa its roots down deep in the oldest Death-Kmgdoms ; and 
flTOws; the Three Nomas, or Tinus, Past, Present, Future, watering it 
from the Sacred Well ! ^ 

For example, who taught thee to speak ? From the day when two hairy* 
naked or fig-leaved Human F'igures began, as uncomfortable dummies, anz* 
ious no lonirer to be dumb, but to impart themselves to one another ; and 
endeavoured, with gaspings, gesturings, with unsyllabled cries, with painful 
pantomime and interjections, in a very unsuccessful manner — up td the 
writing of this present copyright Book, which also is not very successful ! 
Between that day and this, I say, there has been a pretty space of time ; a 
pretty spell of work, which somebody has done ! Thinkest thou there were 
BO poets tin Dan Chaucer ! No heart burning with a tbouffht, which it 
could not held, and had no word for ; and needed to shape and coin a word 
for— what thou callest a metaphor, trope, or the like ? For evezy word we 
have, there was. such a man and poet. The coldest word was once a glow- 
ing new metaphor, and bold questionable originality. ** Thy very attbic* 
TiON, does it not mean an attentio, a stsbtchino-to !" Fancy that act of 
the mind, which all were conscious of, which none had yet named — when 
this new ** poet*' first felt bound and driven to name it ! His questionable 
originality, and new glowing metaphor, was found adoplable, intelligible ; 
and remains our name for it to this day. 

Literature : and look at PauPs Cathedral, and the Masonries and Wor- 
ships «ud Quasi- Worships that are there ; not to speak of Westminster 
Hall and its wigs ! Men had not a hammer to begin with, not a syllabled 
articulation : they had it all to make ; and they have made it. What 
Uiousand thousand articulate, semi-artculate, earnest- stammering Prayers 
ascending up to Heaven, from hut and cell, in many lands, in many centuries^ 
from the fervent kindled souls of innumerable men, each struggling to pour 
itself forth incompletely as it might, before the incompletest Liturgy 
eould be compiled ! The Liturgy, or adoptable and generally adopted Set of 
Prayers and Prayer- Method, was what we can call the Select Adoptabilities. 
*' Select Beauties" well-edited (by (Ecumenic councils and other Useful- 
Knowledge Societies) from that wide waste imbroglio of Prayers already 
extant and accumulated, good and bad The good were found adoptaUe 
by men ; were gradually got together, well-edited, accredited : the bad, 
found inappropriate, unadoptable, were gradually forgotten, disused and 
bornt. It is the way with human things. The first man who, looking 
with opened soul on this august Heaven and Earth, this Beautiful and AwfuU 
which we name Nature, Universe, and such-like, the essence of which reinama 
ibrever Unnambablb ; he who first, gazing into this, fell on his knees awe- 
Btruck, in silence as is likeliest — he. driven by inner necessity, the ** andacioua. 
original " that he was, had done a thing, too, which all thoughtful hearts saw 
Btraightway to be an expressive, altogether adoptable thing ! To bow the 
knee was ever since the attitude of supplicatioo. Earlier than any spokem 
Prayers. Litafdas or LtUowrgias ; the beginning of all Worship— which 
needed bat a beginning, ao rational was it. What a poet be ! Yes, this 
bold original was a aoeeessfal one withal. * The wellhead this one, hidden hi 
the primeval dusks and distances, from whom as from a Nile-souree aH 
Farms of Worship flow : sueh a Nile-river (^aomewVAX tanA^') «m^ ^m^vows^ 
09W !)of Fonao of Worship aprang ihete, and f^w«d. wA ^«*- V^'^J^^ 
Pnwjism, Romtory OdibMh, Arehbiaho^ 1a»4 ifc%t- t»X«r«!^^ \iis«^ 
Mod peihMp§ lower t 
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Things rise, I say, in that way. The Iliad Poem, and, indeed, moat other 
poetic, especially epic things, have risen as the Liturgy did. The great 
Jliad in Greece, and fhe small Rabin Hood'* Garland in England, are each, 
as I anderstand, the well-edited "Select Beauties*' of an immeaauniUa 
waste imbroglio of Heroic Ballads in their respective centories and coun- 
tries. Think what strumming of the seven- stringed heroic lyre, torturing 
of the less heroic hddle-catgut, in Hellenic Kings* Courts, and English way- 
side Public Houses ; and beating of the studious Poetic brain, and gasping 
here too in the semi-articulate windpipe of Poetic men, before the Wratn 
of a Divine Achilles, the Prowess of a Will Scarlet or Wakefield Pinder, 
could be adequately sung ! Honour to you, ye nameless great and greatest 
ones, ye Ions- forgotten brave ! 

Nor was Oie Statute De TaUagio mm concedendo, nor any Statute, Law- 
method, LawyerVwig, much less were the Statute- Book and Four Courte, 
with Coke upon Lyitloton and Three Estates of Parliament in the rear of 
them, got together without human labour — mostly forgotten now ! From 
the time of Cain*s slaying Abel by swift head-breakage, to this time of kill- 
ing your man in Chancery by inches, and slow heart-break for forty yeara, 
there too is an interval ! Venerable Justice herself began by Wild-Justice ; 
all Law is as a tamed furrowfield, slowly worked out, and rendered arable, 
from the waste jungle of Club- Law. Valiant Wisdom tilling and draining ; 
escorted by owl-eyed Fedantry, by owlish and vulturish and many other 
forms of Folly ; the valiant husbandman assiduously tilling ; the blind 
greedy enemy loo assiduously sowing tares ! It is because there is yet 
in venerable wigged Justice some wisdom, amid such mountains of wig- 
geries and fully, that men have not cast her into the River ; that she still sits 
there, like Dryden's Head in the Battle of the Books — a huge helmet, a huge 
mountain of greased parchment, of unclean horsehair, first striking the eye ; 
and, then, in the innermost corner, visible at last, in size as a hazelnut, a real 
fraction of God's Justice, perhaps not yet unattainable to some, surely still 
indispensable to all ; and men .know not what to do with her ! Lawyers 
were not all pedants, voluminous voracious persons ; Lawyers too were 
poets, were heroes^or their Law had l>cen past the Nore lon^ before this 
time. Their Owlisms, Vulturisms, to an incredible extent, will disappear 
by and by, their Heroisms only remaining, and the Helmet be reduced to 
something like the size of the head, we hope ! 

It is all work and forgotten work, this peopled, clothed, articulate-speaking, 
high-towered, wide-acred World. The hands of forgotten brave men have 
made it a World for us ; they — honour to them ; they, in sptte of the idle 
and the dastard. This English Land, here and now, is the summary of what 
was found of wise and noble, and accordant with God's Truth, in all the 
generations of English Men. Our English Speech is speakable because 
there were Hero- Poets of our blood and lineage ; speakable in proportion to 
the number of these. This Land of England has its conquerors, posses- 
sors, which change from epoch to epoch, fiom day to day ; but its real con- 
querors, creators, and eternal proprietors are these following, and their re- 
presentatives if you can find them : All the Heroic souls that ever were in 
£ngland, each in their degree ; all the men that ever cut a thistle, drained 
a puddle out of England, contrived a wise scheme in England, did or said 
a true and valiant thinflr in England. I tell thee they had not a hammer to 
begin with ; and yet Wren built St. PauPs : not an articulated syllable ; and 
yet there have come English Literatures, Elizabethan Literatures, Satanic- 
School, Cockney-School and other Literatures ; once more, as in the old 
time of the Leitourgia^ a roost waste imbroglio, and world-wide junijle and jum- 
ble; waiting terribly to be ** well-ediiAd ^* and ** well-burnt !" Arachno stnrt- 
0d with /ore6ngef and thumb, and had nol even adxaia^ \ '<)«\.\\tfyi%«««x\KMGM> 
^heeter, and CoUon Cloth, which wtU sheVlvt iiskft4\nxkS)«x vnt^V'tiu^SLiiftu 
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Work ? The qaantity of done and forgotten work that lies silent under 
my feet in this world, and escorts and attends ine, and supports and keeps 
me alive, wheresoever I walk or stand, whatsoever I think oi do, gives rise 
to reflections ! Is it not enough, at any rate, to strike the thing caHed 
'* Fame'* into total silence for a wise man 1 For fools and unreflective per<^ 
pons, she is and will be very noisy, this ** Fime,** and talks of her ** immor- 
tals " and so forth : but if you will consider it, what is she 1 Abbot Samson 
was not nothing because nobody naid anything of him. Or thinkest thou 
the Right Honourable Sir Jahesh Windbag can be made something by 
Paurliamentary Majorities and Lesding Articles ? Her** immortals !'' Scarce- 
ly two hundred years back can Fame recollect articulately at all ; and there 
she' bat maunders and mumbles. She manages to recollect a Shakspeare 
or so ; and prates, considerably like a goose, about him ; and in the rear of 
that, onward to the birth of Theuth, to Hengst's Invasion, and the bosom 
of Eternity, it was all blank ; and the respectable Tuetonic Languages, Tue- 
tonic Practices! Existences all, came of their own accord, as the grass 
springs, as the trees grow ; no Poet, no wofk from the inspired heart of a 
Mao needed there ; and Fame has not an articulate word to say about it ! 
Or ask her, What, with all conceivable sppliances and mnemonics, including 
apotheosis and human sacrifices among the number, abe csrries in her bead 
with regard to a Wodan, even a Moses, or other such 1 She begins to be 
uncertain as to what they were, whether spirits or men of mould — gods, 
eharlatans ; begins sonaetimes to have a misgiving that they were mere sym- 
bols;, ideas of the mind ; perhaps nonentities, and Letters of the Alphabet. 
She is the noisiest, inarticulately babbling, hissing, screaming, foolishest, 
onmuaicalest of fowls that fly ; and needs no *' trumpet,'' I think, but her 
own enormous goose-throat — measuring several degrees of celestial lati- 
tude, so to speak. Her *' wings," in these days, have grown far swifter than 
ever ; but her goose-throat hitherto seems only larger, louder, and foolisher 
then ever. <$£; is transitory, futile, a goose-goddess : if she were not 
transitory,. what woukl become of us! It iaa chief comfort that she for- 
flets us all ; all, even to the very Wodans ; and grows to consider us at 
last as probably nonentities and Letters of the Alphabet. 

Yes, a noble Abbot Samson resigns himself to Oblivion too ; feels ii no 
baidship, but a comfort ; coants it as a still resting-place from much sick 
fret and fever and stupidity, which in the night-watches often made his 
strong heart 'Sigh. Your most sweet voices, making one enormous goose- 
voice, O Bobus and Company, how can they be a guidance for any Son of 
Adam 1 In silence of you and the like of you, the ** small still voices " will 
speak to him better ; in which does lie guidance. 

My friend, all speech and rumour is short-lived, foolish, untrue. Ge- 
nuine Woas alone, what thou workest faithfully, that is eternal, as the Al- 
mkrhty Founder and World-Builder himself. Stand thou by that ; and let 
" Fame " and the rest of it go prating. 

* V ** Heard are the Yoicei, 

Voice of the Sages, 
The Worlds and the A^es : 
< Choose well, your choice is 
Brief and yet endless ; 

Here eyes do rejrard you, 
In Eternity *s ttulneu ; 
Here is all folness, 
Te brave, to reward you ; 
Work, and despair not.' ^ 



BOOK III. 

THE MODERN WORKER. 



«^»^«^«^^<^i^^ 



CHAPTER I. 

PHBNOMBNA. 

But, it is said, oar religion is gone : we no Ioniser belieTO in St. Edmund, 
no longer see the figure of bim " on the rim of the sky," minatory or con- 
firmatory ! God*s absolute Laws, ssnctioned by an eternal Heaven and an 
eternal Hell, have become Moral Philosophies, sanctioned by able com- 
pntations of Profit and TiOss, by weak considerations of Pleasures of Vir- 
tue and the Moral Sublime. 

It is even so. To speak in the ancient dialect, we ''have forcfotten 
God ;" in the most modern dialect and very truth of the matter, we bava 
taken up the Fact of this Universe as it is not. We have quietly closed 
our eyes to the eternal Substance of things, snd opened them only to tha 
Shows and Shams of things. We quietly believe this Universe to be in> 
trinsically a great unintelligible Perhaps ; extrinsically, clear enough, it is 
a great, most extensive Catilefold and Workhouse, with most extensive 
Kitchen-ranges, Dininff-tables ; whereat he is wise who can find a place ! 
All the Troui of this Universe is uncertain ; only the profit and less of it, 
the pudding and praise of it, are and remain very visible to the practical 
man. 

There is no loncrer any God for us ! God's Laws are become a Greatest- 
Happiness Principle, a Parliamentary Expediency : the Heavens overarch 
us only as an Astronomical Time-keeper ; a butt for Herschel-telescopes 
to shoot science at, to shoot sentimentalities at : in our and old Jonson*s dia- 
lect, man has lost the soul out of him ; and now, after the due period, 
begins to find the want of it ! This is verily the plague-spot ; centre of 
the universal Social Gan^rerie, threatening all modern things with frightful 
death. To him that will consider it, here is the stem, with its roots and 
taproot, with its world-wide upas-boughs and accursed poison-exudations, 
under which the world lies writhing in atrophy an agony. You touch the 
focal-centre of all our disease, of our frightful nosology of diseases, when 
you lay your hand on this. There is no religion ; there is no God ; man, 
has lost his soul, and vainly seeks antiseptic salt. Vainly : in killing Kings, 
in passing Reform-bills, in French Revolutions, Manchester Insurrections 
is found no remedy. The foul elephantine leprosy, alleviated for an boor, 
reappears in new force and desperateness next hour. 

For actually this is not the real fact of the world ; the world is not made 
so, but otherwise ! Truly, any Society setting out from this No-God hypo- 
thesis will arrive at a result or two. The l/nveracities, escorted, each Un- 
veracity of them by its corresponding Misery and Penalty ; the Phantasms, 
and Fatuities, and ten years Corn-law Debatings, that shall walk the Earth 
at noon-day — must needs be numerous ! The Universe being intrinsically 
a Perhaps, being too probably an ** infinite Humbug/' why should any minor. 
Humbug astonish usi It is all according to the order of Nature; and 
Phantasms riding with huge clatter along the streets, from end to end of 
oar existence, astonish nolM>dy Enchanted St. Ives' Workhouses and Joe- 
Manton Aristocnciea ; giant Working M.ammoT\\«m near strangled in the par- ' 
tridge-netB of giBnt'lookinfi Idle D\\eUanl\»m — i\\\»/\tv «\\\\.% \si*3mJm.%^*\^ 
/<# UiouMMnd thousand modes and ftgHTea, is a a\^^ lani\VAx V^ \a« 
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The Popish Religion, we are told, floarishes extremely in these years ; 
and ie (he meet i ivacious-looking religion to be met with at present. ** ElU 
a trois cents ant iatis le ventre,^* counts M. Jouflfroy ; ** c* est pourqtun js 
la respects P* The old Pope pf Rome, finding it laborious to kneel so long 
while they cart him through the streets to bless the people on Corpus- Christi 
Day, complains of rheumatism ; whereupon his Cardinals consult ; con* 
struct him, after some study, « stuffed cloaked figure, of iron and wood, 
with wool or baked hair ; and place it in a kneeling posture. Stuffed figure, 
or rump of a figure ; to this stuffed rump he, sitting at his ease on a lower 
level, joins, by the aid of cloaks and drapery, his living head and out^read 
hands : the rump with its cloaks kneels, the Pope looks, and holds his hands 
spread ; and so the two in concert bless the Roman population on CorpuS' 
Christi Day as well as they can. 

I have considered this amphibious Pope, with the wool*&nd-iron backi 
with the fiesh head and hands ; and endeavoured to calculate his horoscope. 
I reckon him the remarkablest Pontiff that has darkened God*s daylight, 
or painted himself in the human retina, for these several thousand years. 
Nay, since Chaos first shivered, and " sneezed," as the Arabs say, with 
the first shaft of sunlight shot through it, what stranger product was there 
of Nature and Art working together ? Here is a Supreme Priest who be- 
lieves God to be — What in the name of God does he believe God to be 1 
and discerns that all worship God is a scenic phaniassiagory of waxcan^les, 
organ-blasts, Gregorian Chants, mass-brayings, purple monsignori, wool- 
and-iron rumps, artistically spread out — tO'save the ignorant from worse. 

O reader, I say not who are Beliars elect. This poor amphibious Pope 
too gives loaves to the Poor ; has in him more good latent than he is himself 
aware of. His poor Jesuits, in the late Italian Cholera, were, with a few 
German Doctors, the only creatures whom dastaid terror had not driven 
mad : they descended fearless into all gulfs and bedlams ; watched over the 
pillow of the dying, with help, with counsel, and hope ; shone as luminous 
fixed stars, when all else had gone out in chaotic night : honour to them ! 
This poor Pope — who knows what good is in him 1 In a Time otherwise 
too prone to forget, he keeps up the mourn/ulest ghastly memorial of the 
Highest, Blessedest, which once was ; which, in new fit forms, will again 
partly have to be. Is he not as a perpetual death*s-head and cross-bones, 
with their Resurgam^ on the grave of a Universal Heroism — grave of a 
Christianity 1 Such Noblenesses, purchased by the world^s best heart 's-blood, 
must not be lost ; we cannot afford to lose them, in what confusions soever. 
To all of us the day will come, to a few of us it has already come, when 
no mortal, with bis heart yearning for a ** Divine Humility," or other 
'* Highest form of Valour,'* will need to look for it in death*s-heads, but 
will see it round him in here and there a beautiful hving bead. 

Besides, there is in this poor Pope, and his practice of the Scenic Theory 
of Worship, a frankness which I rather honour. Not half and half, but 
with undivided heart does he. set about worshipping by stage- machinery ; as 
if there were now, and could again be, in Nature no other. He will ask 
you. What other? Under this my Gresorian Chant, and beautiful wax- 
light Phantasmagory, kindly hidden from you as an Abyss, of black Doubt, 
Scepticism, nay, Sansculottie Jacobinism ; an Orcus that has no bottom. 
Think of that. ** Groby Poole is thatched with pancakes," as Jeannie 
Deans*s Inn-keeper defied it to be ! The Bottomless of Scepticism, Athe- 
ism, Jacobinism, behold, it is thatched over, hidden from your despair, by 
•tage-properties judiciously arranged. This stuffed rump of mine saves not 
me only from rheumatism, but you also from what other iattis t 1^ >!^iiak 
your Life- pilgrimage No whither, a fine SquaWaccV mMc\5[\\\SL-T»>Mivc.^%\A.^x»,. 
gorisn Cbaot, Mceomp^met you, and the hoWow ^\^ia o^ Otc»%S» n*^^^\ 

Ye$ truly, few men that worship by the toUXAt^ CA»5abAi ^\ >3b» v*^*!- 
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macks do it in half to great, frank, or effectaal a way. Brmy-laiM, it is 
•aid« and that ia saying much, may learn from him in the dreasinff oC partly 
in the arrangement of lights and shadows. He is the greatest Play-actor 
that at present draws salary in tbia world. Poor Pope ; and I am told ha 
ia fast growing bankrupt too ; and will, in a measurable term of yeara, (a 
great way within the " three hundred,'*) not have a penny to make hia pot 
boil ! His old rheumatic back will then get to rest, and himself and hit 
atage-pKopertSes sleep well in Chaos for evermore. 

Or, a his, why go to Rome for Phantasms walking the streets 1 Pbaii* 
taams, ghosts, in this midnight hour, hold jubilee, and screech and jabber ; 
and the question rather were. What high Reality anywhere is yet awaka 1 
Aristocracy has become Phantasm- Aristocracy, no longer able to do ita work, 
not in the least conscious that it has any work longer to do. Unable, total- 
ly careless to do its work ; careful only to clamour for the wages of doing 
ita work — nay, for higher, and palpably undue wages, and Corn-laws and 
increase of rents ; the old rate of wages not being adequate now ! In hy- 
dra-wrestle, giant " MUloertiCy ** so-called, a real giant, though aa yet a 
bhnd one and but half-awake, wn^stles and wrings in ch<^ing nightmare, 
*Uike to be strangled in the partridge-nets of Phantasm-Aristocracy," ■• 
we said, which fancies itself still to be a giant. Wrestles, aa under night* 
mare, till it do awaken ; and gasps and struggles thousandfold, we may say, 
in a truly painful manner, through all fibres of our English Existence, in 
these hours and years ! Is our poor English Existence wholly becoming • 
Nightmare ; full of more Phantasms t 

The Champion of Eneland, cased in iron or tin, rides mto Westmhister 
Hall, ** being lifted into his saddle with little aeaistance,** aild there aska, 
If in the four quarters of the world, under the cope of Heaven, is any nnan 
or demon that dare queation the right of this Kmgl Under the cope of 
Heaven no man makea intelligible answer — aa aeveral men onght alreadf 
to have done. Does not this Champion too know the world ; that it m 
a huge Imposture, and bottomless Insanity, thatched over with bright cloth 
and other ingenious tissues 1 Him let ns leave there, queationing aU 
men and demons. 

Him we have left to his destiny ; bat whom else have we found 1 From 
this the highest apex of things, downward through all strata and breadtha, 
how many fully awakened Realities have we fallen in with : alas, on tha 
contrary, what troops and po|»ulation of Phantasms, not God- Veracities bat 
bat Devil -Falsities, down to the very lowest atretum—- which now, by aoch 
sapetincumbent weight of Unverasities, lies enchanted in St. Ives' Woik- 
houses, broad enough, helpless enough ! You will walk in no public tho- 
rouffbfare or remotest byway of English Existence but yoa will meet a man, 
an interest of men, that has given up hope in the Everlasting, True, and 
placed its hope in the Temporary, hslf or wholly False. The Honourable 
Member complains unmusically that there is ** de vil's-dust *' in Yorkshire cloth. 
Yorkshire cloth — why, the very psper I now write on is made, it aeenay 
partly of plaster-lime well- smoothed, and obatructa my writing ! Yon are 
lacky if you can find now any good Paper — any work really done ; search 
where you will, from highest Phantssm apex to lowest Enchanted baaia ! 

Consider, for example, that great Hat aeven feet high, which now peram- 
balates London Streets : which my Friend Sauerteig regarded justly as ona 
of our English notabilities : ** the topmost point as yet," said he, ** would 
it were your culminating and returning point, to which English Pufiery 
haa been observed to reach !" The Hatter in the Strand of London, inalead 
of making better felt-hata than another, rooants a huge lath-and-piaater 
Hat, aeven feet high, upon wheels ; sends a roan to drive it throoffh th« 
streets ; hoping to be saved thereby. He haa not attempted to mai^e i>ettcf 
Aais, aa ba wm$ appointed by the Univerae to do, and aa with this inge* 



iKiity of hb )>6 coald very probably have done ; bat his wfcole iadastry m 
Cvrned to pernuuU u« that be ha* made lucb ! He too knows that the 
<)uack has become God. Laagh not at hire, O reader : or do not laugh 
only. He. has ceased to be" comic ; he is fast becoming tragic. To me 
this all-deafening blast of Puffery, of poor Falsehood grown necessitous, of 
poor Heart-Atheiam fiilleB now into Enchanted Workhouses, sounds too 
aurely like a Doom*8-blast ! I have to say to myself in old dialect : ** God*« 
blessMg is not written on all this; His curse is written on all this !*' 
Unless, perhaps, the Universe be a chimera — some old totally deranged eivht- 
day clock, dead as brass ; which the Maker, if there ever was any Maker, 
has long ceased to meddle with ! To my Friend Sauerteig this poor 
seven feet Hat- manufacturer, as the topstone of English Puffery, was very 
notable. 

Alas, that we natives note him little, that we view him as a thing t>ft:oorte, 
is the very burden of the misery. We tske it for granted, the most rigo- 
roQB of us, that all men who have made anything are expected and entitled 
to make the loudest possible proclamation of it ; call ou a discerning public 
to rewsrd them for it.. Every man his own trumpeter ; that is^ to a really 
alarming extent, the accepted rule. Make loudest possible proclamation o( 
your Hat : true proclsmation, if -that will. do : if thst will not do, then false 
proclamation — to such an extent of faUiiy as will serve your purpose ; as 
will not seera too false to be credible ! I> answer, once for all, that the fact 
is not so. Nature requires no man to make proclamation of his doings and 
hat-makings ; Nature forbids all men to n»ake such. There is not a manor 
hat-maker born in the world but feels, at firsts that he is degrading himself 
if he speak of his excellencies and prowesses, and supremacy in his craft : 
his inmost heart says to him, ** Leave thy friends to speak of these ; if pos- 
sible, thy enemies to speak of these ; but at all events thy friends !** He 
feels that he is already a poor braggart ; fast hastening to be a falsity and 
speaker of the Untruth. 

Nature*s Laws, I must repeat, are eternal : her small still voice, speaking 
from the inmost heart of us, shall not, under terrible penalties, be disregard" 
«d. No one man can depart from the truth without damage to himself ; 
no one million of men ; no Twenty-seven Millions of men. Show me a 
nation fsllen everywhere into this course, so that each expects it, permits 
it to others and .himself, I will show you a nation travellitig with one asseat 
on the broad way. The broad way, hov/ever many Banks of England, 
Cotton-Mills and Duke*s Palaces it may have ! Not at happy Elysian fields 
and everlasting crowns of victory, earned by silent Valour, will this nation 
arrive ; but at precipices, devouring gulfs, if it pause not. Nature has 
appointed happy fields, victorious laurel-crowns ; but only to the brave and 
tme ; Unnature, what we call Ghaos, holds nothing in it but vacuities, 
devouring gulfs. What are Twenty-seven Millions, and their unanimity ! 
Mieve tfaem not : the Worlds and the Ages, Grod and Nature, and All 
Men say otherwise. 

** Rhetoric all this V* No, my brother, very singular to say, it is Fact 
all this. Cocker's Arithmetic is not truer. iPorgotten in these days, it is 
old ss the foundations ef the Universe, and will endure till the Universe cease 
It is forgotten now ; and the first mention of it puckers thy .sweet counte- 
nance into a sneer : but it will be brought to mind again-^utiless, indeed, 
the Law of Gravitation chance to cease, and men find that they can walk 
on vacancy. Unanimity of the Twenty-seven Millions will do nothing ; 
walk not thoa with them ; fly from them as for thy life. Twenty-seven Mil ions 
travelling on such courses, with gold jingling in every pocket, with vivato 
heaven-high, ate incessantly advancing, let me again remind thee, toward 
the /urm-lawt* end— toward the end and extinction of what Faithfulness, 
Vaiacity, real Wsrth was in their way of life. Their noble ancestors hav* 

8 
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fanhioned for them t 'Mife-road ;** in bow many tfaobaand adifes, thmf 
There is not an old wise Proverb on their tongoe, an honest Principla arti- 
cvlHted in their bearia into oiterance, a wise troe method of doing and 
despatchinff any work or commerce of men, hot helps ?et to earry then 
ibrward. Life is still possible to them, becaase all is mH yet Puffery, Falaityy 
Mammon -worship, and Unnatare ; because somewhat is yet FaithfolAea^ 
Veracity, and Valour. With a certain very considerable finite quantity of 
Unveracity and Phantasm, social life is still possible ; not with an infinite 
quantity ! Exceed your certain quantity, the seven feet Hat, and all things 
upward to the very Champion cased in tin, begin to reel and flonndei— m 
Manchester Insurrections, Chartisms, Sliding-scales ; the Law of GravitatioD 
not forgetting to act. You advance inceasantly toward the land*8 end ; 
you are, liteialiy enough, ** consuming the way." Step after step. Twenty- 
seven Million unconscious men ; till you are at the land's end ; till Ihere is 
not Faithfulness enough among you any more : and the next step now is 
liAed no/over land, but into air, over ocean-deepaand roaring abysses; tmleas, 
perhaps, the J^w of Gravitation have forgotten to act. 

O, it is fnghifui, when a whole nation, as our Fathers used to say, has 
** forgotten God ;*' has remembered only Mammon, and what Mammoo 
leads to ! When your self-trumpeting Uat-msker ia the emblem of almost 
all makers, and workers, and men that make anything — from aoul -overseer- 
ships, hody-overseerships, epic poems, acts of parliament, to hats and shoe- 
blacking ! Not one false man hut does uncountable mischief; how much 
in a generation or two will Twenty-seven Millions mostly false manage 
to accumulate ? The sum of it, visible in every street, market-place, aenato* 
house, circulating-library, cathedial, cotton-miU, and union-workho^aeyiUlB 
one not with a comic feeling ! 



CHAPTER IL 

008PSL or MAMMOIflSV. 

Rbadbs, even Chintian Reader as thy title goes, haat thou any notjeo 
of Heaven and Hell 1 I rather apprehend not. Often aa the words arsao 
our tongue, they have got a fabulous or semi-fabulous character for iiiosi ef 
us, and paaa on like a kind of transient similitude, like a aound signifyinf 
little. 

Yes it is well worth while for us to know, once and alwaya, that they no 
not a similitude, nor a fable, nor semi-fable; that they are an everbstiiy 
highest fact ! ** No Lake of Sicilian or other aulphur burns now anywhere 
in these ages,** sayest thou t Well, and if there did not ! BelieTe that 
there does not ; believe it if thou wilt, nay, hold by it as a real increase^ a 
riae to higher atagea, to wider horiauns and empires. All this has vanished, 
or has not vani«l^ ; believe as thou wilt aa to all this. But that an Ini- 
nite of Practical Importance, speaking with strict arithmetical exactneas« aa 
Infinite, has vanished or can vanish (rum the Life of any Man : this the* 
ahalt not believe ! O brother, the Infinite of Tenor, of Hope, of Pity, did 
it not at any moment disclose itself to thee, indubitable, unnameable 1 Came 
it never, like the gleam of ^e/«rnatural eternal Oceans, like the voice of 
old Eternities, far-sounding through thy heart of heartal Never! Alas» 
it was not thy Liberalism, then ; it was thy Animalism ! The Infinito is 
more sure than any other fact. But only men can discern it ; mere build* 
lAff beavers, apinning arachnea, much more the predatory vulturous and 
vulpine species, do not discern it well ! 

** The word Hell,** saya Sauerteig, '* is still frequently in use among the 
Engliah People ; but I could not, without difficulty, aacertain what they 
JBoaiit -by it. Hell generally signifies the Infinita Terror, the thing a omb 
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•t bifinitely afViid of, tnd •hodden and shrinks from, struggling with bis 
whole son] to escape from it. There is a Hell, therefore, if you will con* 
eider, which accompanies man in sll stages of his history, and religious or 
other devebpement : but the Hells of men and people differ notably. With 
Christians it is the infinite terror of being found guilty before the Just Judge. 
With old Romans, I conjecture, it was the terror not of Pluto, for whom 
probably they cared little, but of doing unworthily, doing anvirtuously, 
which was their #ord for amitanfully. A|id now what is it, if you pierce 
through' his Cants, his oft*repeated Hearsays, what he calls his Worships 
and 80 forth-^what is it that the modern English soul does, in very truth, 
dread infiotteiy^ and contemplate with entire despair 1 W^hat is his Hell ; 
after all these reputable, oft-repeated Hearsays, what is it 1 With hesita- 
tion, with astonishment, I pronounce it to be The terror of " Not succeed- 
ing;'* of not making money, fame, or some other figure in the world-^ 
chiefly of not making money ! Is not that a somewhat singular Hell V 

Yes, O Sauerteig, it is rery singular. If we do not " succeed," where 
ia the use of usi We had better never have been bom. '* Tremble in* 
tensely,*' as our friend the Emperor of China says; there is the black 
Bottomless of Terror: what Sauerteig caUs the ** Hell of the English !'* 
Bot, indeed, this Hell belongs natui ally to the Grospel of Mam monism,- which 
also has its correnponding Heaven. For there it one Reality among so 
nany Ptiantasms ; about one thing we are entirely in earnest : The making 
of money. Working Mammonitin does divide the world with idle game- 
preserving Dilettantism : thank Heaven that there is even a Mammonism, 
Anything we are in earnest about I Idleness alone is without hope < work 
earnestly at anything, you will by degrees learn to work at almost all things. 
There is endless hope in work, were it even work at making money. 

True, it must be owned, we for the present, with our Majnmon-G^>spel9 
have come to strange conclusions. We call it a Society; and go about 
professing openly the totalest separation, isolation. Our life is not a mutual 
Delpfulness; bot rather, cloaked under due laws-of-war, named " fair compe- 
tition " and so forth, it is a mutual hostility. We have profoundly forgotten 
every where that CoMh^paymeni is not the sole relation of human beings ; wa 
think, nothing doubting, that il absolves and liquidates all engagernents of 
nan. ** My starving workers V* answers the rich Mill-owner : ** Did not I 
hire them fairly in the market 1 Did I not pay them, to the last sixpence, 
the sum covenanted for ^ What have I to do with them more?" Verily, 
Mammon-worship is a melancholy creed. When Cain, for his own behoof, 
had killed Abel, and wss questioned, ** Where is thy brother 1" he too made 
answer, **Am I my brother's keeper!" Did I not pay my brother Att 
wages, the thing he had merited from me. 

Oh, sumptuous Merchant- Prince, illustrious game-preserving Duke, is 
there no wav of ** killing" thy brother bot Cain*s nide way ! ** A good man 
by the very look of him, by hits very presence with us as a fellow- wayfarer in 
this Life-pilgrimage, promiaea so much :" wo tu him if he forget all such 
promises, if he never know that they were given ! To a deadened soul, 
•eared with the brute Idolatry of Sense, to whom going to Hell is equivalent 
to not making money, all ** promises," and moral duties, that cannot bo 
pleaded for in Courts of Requests, address themselves in vain. Money ho 
can be ordered to pay, but nothing more. - I have not heard in all Past 
History, and eipeet not to hear in all Feture History, of any Society any- 
where under Ood*8 Heaven supporting itself on such Philosophy. The 
Universe is not made so ; it is made otherwise than so. The man or nation 
of men that thinks it is made so, marches forward, nothing doubting, step 
afier step ; but marches — whither we know ! In these last two centuriee 
«f Atheistic Oovernment (near two centuries now, since the blessed resto- 
ration of his Sacred Majesty, and Dofooder of the Faith, Chnles Second) I 
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reckon that we have pretty well exhaasted what of ** firm earth** them 
for ua to march on ; and are now, very ominoualy, ahuddering, reeling^ 
«nd let us hope trying to recoil, on the cliflTa edge ! 

For out of this that we call Atheism come so many other ism» and falai- 
ties, each fnisHy with its misery Ht iu heels ! A soul ia not like wind («m- 
n/tt#, or breath) contained wnhin a capsule ; the Almighty MACiRia not lake 
a Clockmaker that once, in old immemorial ages, having nutde hia Horologe 
of a Universe, sits ever since and sees it go T Not at all. Hence cornea 
Atheism ; come, as we say, many other Urns ; and as the aom of all comee 
Taletism, the reverse o( Heroism ; sad root of all woes whataoever. For, 
indeed, aa no man ever saw the above-said wind -element encloaed within ka 
capsule, and finds it at bottom more deniable than conceivable ; ao too he 
finds, in spite of Bridsewater Bequesta, your Clockmaker Almighty an 
entirely questionable afiair, a deniable aifair ; and accordingly deniea it, and 
along with it so much else. Alas, one knows not what and how mocb 
elseT For the faith in an Invisible, Unnameable, Godlike, praaent every- 
where in all that we see and work and suffer, ia the essence of all faith 
whatsoever ; and that once denied, or still worse, asserted with lips only, 
and out of bound prayer-booka only, what other thing remaina heuevablel 
That Cant well- ordered is marketable Cant ; that Heroism means gae- lighted 
Histrionism ; that seen with ** clear eyes,** (as they call Valet-eyea,) no man 
is a Hero, or ever waa a Hero, but all men are Valeta and Tarleta. ' The 
accursed practical quintessence of all sorts of Unbelief! Fer if there be 
now no Hero, and the Histrio himself begin to be seen into, what hope is 
there for the seed of Adam here below ! Wo are the doomed everlasiiog 
prey of the Quack ; who, now in this guise, now in that, ia to filch ua, to 
pluck and eat us, by such modes as are convenient for him. For the modes 
and guises I care little. The Quack once inevitable, let him eome swiftly, 
let him pluck and eat me ; swiftly, that I may at least have done with 
him ; for in his Quack-world I can have no wish to linger. Though he 
alay me, yet will I despise him. Though he conquer nations, and hare aU 
the Flunkeys of the Universe shouting at his heels, yet will I know wall 
that he is an Inanity ; that for him and his there is no continuance appoint- 
ed, save only in Gehenna and the Pool. Alas, the Atheist world, from ita 
utmost summits of Heaven and WeatmiuHter Hall, downward through 
poor seven feet Hats and *' Unveracities fallen hungry,** down to the lowest 
cellars and neglected hunger-dens of it, is very wretched. 

One of Dr. Allison*s Scotch facts struck us much. * A poor Irish 
Widow, her husband having died in one of the Lanes of Edinburgh, went 
forth with her three children, bare of all resource, to solicit help from the 
Charitable Establishments of that City. At this Charitable Establiahment 
and then at that ahe was refused ; referred from one to the other, helped 
hy none ; till she had exhausted them all ; till her strength and heart failed 
her : she sank down in typhus fever ; died, and infected her Lane with 
lever, so that ** seventeen other persons '* died of fever there in consequence. 
The humane Physician asks thereupon, as with a heart too full for epeak- 
ing. Would It not have been econmny to help this poor Widow 1 She took 
typhus fever, and killed seventeen of you ! Very curious. The forlorn 
Irish Widow applies to her fellow-creatures, aa if aayinff, ** Behold, I am 
sinking, bare o( help : ye must help me ! I am your sister, hone of yoor 
bone ; one God made us : ye must help me !'* They anawer, " No ; im- 
posaible; thou art no sister of ours.** But sho proves her sisterhood ; her 
typhus fisver kills them : they actually were her brotheia, though denying 
it ! Had man ever to go lower for a proof 1 

For, aa indeed was very natural in aach caae, all government of the Poor 

* Obsenrationi on the Manaeement of the Poor in Scotland : By WilUsB Piikraar 
Ailmui,MJ>, (Edlnbttigfa, 18&0 ' 
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I17 the Rieh hu long ago been given over to Sapply-and-demand, Laisses- 
feire, and auch-Iike, and universally declared to be *' impossible." ** Yoa 
•re no eister of ours ; what shadow of proof is there t Here are our parch- 
ments, our padlocks, proving indisputable our money-safes to be our*^ and 
you to have no business with them. Depart ! It is impossible !** Nay, 
what woiildst thou thyself have us do 1 cry indignant readers. Nothing, 
my friends— till you have got a soul for yourselves again. Till then all 
things are ** impossible." Till then I cannot even bid you buy, as the old 
Spartans would have done, two-pence worth of powder and lead, and com- 
pendiously shoot to death this poor Irish Widow : even that is '* impossible" 
for yoa. Nothing is left but that she prove her sicterhood by dying, and 
infecting -you with typhus. Seventeen of you lying dead will^ not deny such 
proof that she toas flesh of your flesh ; and perhaps soqne of the hviog may 
lay it to heart. 

" Impossible ;"■ of a certain two-legged animal with feathers, it is: said if 
you draw a distinct chalk circle round him, he sits imprisoned, as if gjrt 
with the iron ring of Fate ; and will die there, though within sight of victuals 
—or sit in sick misery there, and be fatted to death. The name of this 
poor two-legged animal is — Goose ; and they make of him, when wall fat- 
tened, PdU defoU gras, much priz^ by some ! 



CHAPTER III. 

6O8PBL or DlLtTTANTISX. 

BvT, aller all, the Gospel of Dilettantism, producing a Governing Class who 
do not govern, nor understand in the least that they are hound or expected 
to govern, is still mournfuler than that of Mammonism. Mammonism, as 
we said, at least works ; this goes idle. Mammonism has seized some 
portion of the message of Nature to mao ; and seizing that, and following 
It, will seize and appropriate more and more of Nature's message ; but 
Dilettantism has missed it wholly. ** Make money :" that will mean withal, 
** Qg^work in order to make money." But ** Go gracefully idle in Mayfair," 
what does or can that mean 1 . An idle, game-preserving, and even corn- 
lawing Aristocraey, in such an England as ours : has the world, if we take 
thought of it, ever seen such a phenomenon till very lately t Can it long 
continue to see suchi 

Accordingly the impotent, insolent Donothingism in Practice, and Say- 
nothiiigisin lo Speech, which we have to witness on that side of our affairs, 
is altogether amazing. A (yorn-law demonstrating itself openly, for ten 
Tears or more, with ** arguments " to make the angels, and some other classes 
of^fFeatnres, weep ! For men are not ashamed to rise in Parliament and 
elsewhere, and speak the things they do not think. ** Expediency," " Neces- 
flities of Party," dec , &c. * It is not known that the Tongue of Man is a 
•acred organ ; that Man himself is definable in Philosophy as an "Incarnate 
Word ;** the Word not there, you have no Man there either, but a Phantasm 
instead! In this way it is that Absurdities may live long enough — still 
walking, and talking for themselves, years and decades after the brains are 
quite out ! How are *' the knaves -and dastards *' ever ta.be got " arr«^ted '* 
at that rate ! 

*' No mao in this fashionable London of yours," friend Sauerteig would 
say, ** speaks a plain word to me. Every man feels bound to be something 
more than plain ; to be pungent withal, witty, ornamental. Hia ppoi frac- 
tion of sense baa to be perked into some epigrammatic shape, that i^ may 
prick into me ; perhaps (this ie the comuMnest) to be topsyturvied, lefi 
standing on its head, tbet I may remember it the better ! fi>ueh grinning, 
inanity u very sad to the soul of man. Human ^cea should not grin ob 
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erne like matki ; they shoald look on one like faces ! I loTe honest hioghter m 
Ido sunlight ; but not dishonest: most kinds of dancing too ; but the St. Vitas 
kind nut at all ! A fashionable wit, ach IHmmel^ if you ask, Which, he or 
a Death*s-head, will be the cheerier company for me 7 pray tend not him !** 

Insincere Speech, truly, is the prime material of insincere Action. Action 
hangs, as it were, dissolved in Speech, in Thought whereof Speech is the 
■hadow ; and precipitates itself therefrom. The kind of Speech in a maa 
betokens the kind of Action you will get from him. Our Speech, in these 
modern days, has become amazing. Johnson complained, *' Nobody ^>eaks 
in earnest, Sir ; there is no serious conversation.'* To us all serious speech 
of Men, as that of S^eveuteenth-Century Puritans, Tivelfth-Century Catho<- 
lies, German Poets of this Century, has become jargon, more or less insane. 
Cromwell was mad and a quack ; Anselm, Becket, Goethe, ditto ditto. 

Perhaps few narratives in History or Mythology are more significant then 
that Moslem one, of Moses and the Dwellers by the Dead Sea^ A tribe of 
men dwelt on the shores of that same Asphahic Lake ; and having forgotten, 
as we are all too prone to do, the inner facts of Nature, and taken up with 
the falsities and outer semblances of it, were fallen into sad conditions — 
rerging, indeed, toward a certain far deeper Lake. Whereupon it pleased 
kind Heaven to'send them the Prophet Moses, with an instructive word of 
warning, out of which might have sprung ''remedial measures ** net a few. 
But no: the men of the Dead Sea drscoverpd, as the valet-species always 
does in heroes or prophets, no comeliness in Moses ; listened with real tediom 
to Moses, with light grinning, or with splenetic sniffs and sneers, affecting 
even to yawn ; and signified, in short, that they found him a humbug, and 
even a bore. Such was the candid theory these men of the Asphalt Lake 
formed to themselves of Moses, That probably he was a humbug, that cer- 
tainly he was a bore. 

Moses withdrew ; but Nature and her rigorous veracities'did not withdraw. 
The men of the Dead Sea, when we neit went to visit them, were all 
** changed into Apes ;" * sitting on the trees there, grinning now in the most 
unaffected manner ; gibbering and chattering complete nonsense ; finding 
the whole Universe now a most indisputable Humbug f The Universo^ias 
lecome a Humbug to these Apes who thought it one I There they sit and 
chatter to this hour ; only, I think, every babbath there fbtums to them ft 
bewildered half-consciousness, half-reminiscence ; and they sit, with their 
wiz^ened, smoke-dried visages, and such an air of supreme tragicality at 
Apes may ; looking out, through those blinking, smoke-bleared eyes of theirs, 
into the wonderfulest universal smoky Twilii^hl and undecipherable disordered 
dusk of Things ; wholly an Uncertainty, Unintelligibility, they end it ; and 
for commentary thereon, her^ and there an unmusical chatter or mew : trn|ft, 
tragicalest Humbug conceivable by the mind of man or ape f They made no 
use of their souls, and so have lost them. Their worship on the Sabbath now 
is to roost there, with unmusical screeches, and half zemeraber that they 
Had souls^ 

Didst thou never, O Traveller, fall in withipaniet of thit tribe ? Mesetou 
Ijlhey are grown somewhat numerous in our day. 



CHAPTER lY. 

HAPPY. 

All work, even cotton-spinning, it noble ; work it alone noble : be thet 
here said and asserted once more And in like manner, too, all dignity is 
painful ; a life of ease is not for man. nor for any god. The life of all gods 
figures itself to us as a Sublime Sadness— earnestness of Infinite BattU 

« Sale's Koran, (JhUroimeHon,) 
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ftgiinst Tafinite Laboor. Our highest religion is naixMd the ** Worship of 
Sorrow.** For the son of man there is no noble crown, well worn, or even 
iD worn, but is a crown of thorns ! These things, in spoken words, or, stiU 
better, in felt instincts alive in every heart, were once well known. 

Does notthe whole wretchedness, the whole Atheism as I call ic, of man*! 
ways, in these generations, shadow itself for qs in that unspeakable Life- 
philosophy of his : The pretensions to be what he calls ** happy V* Everj 
pitifulest whipster that walks within a skin has his head filled with the notion 
that he is, shall be, or, by all human and divine laws, ought to be *' happy." 
His wishes, the pitifulest whipster's, are to be fulfilled for him ; his days, 
the pitifulest whipster's, are to flow on in ever-gentle current of enjoyment, 
impossible even for the gods. The projibets preach to us, Thou shalt be 
happy ; thoa shall love pleasant things, and find them. The people clamour, 
Why have we not found pleasant things 1 

We construct our theory of Human Duties, not on any Greatest-Nobleness 
Principle, never so mistaken ; no, but on a Greatest- Happiness Principle. 
*' The word Soul with us, as in some Slavonic dialects, seems to be synony- 
mous with Stomach." We plead afid speak, in our Parliaments and else- 
where, not as from the Soul, but frum the Stomach ; wherefore, indeed, oar 
pleadings are so slow to profit. We plead not for God's Justice ; we are 
not ashamed to stand clamouring and pleading for our own ** interest," oar 
own rents and trade-profits ; we say. They are the' ** interests *' of so many ; 
there is such an intense desire for them in us ! We <)emand Free-trade, 
with much just vociferation and benevolence. That the poorer clauses, who 
are terribly ill-ofi* at present, may have cheaper New Orleans bacon. Men 
ask, on Free-trade platforms. How can the indomitable spirit of Englishmen 
be kept up without plenty of bacon % We shall become a ruined nation ! 
Surely, ray friends, plenty of bacon is good and indispensable : but, 1 doubt, 
you will never get even bacon by aiming orriy at that. You are men, not 
animals of prey, well-used or ill-used ! . x eur Greatest- Happiness Principle 
seems to me fast becoming a rather unhappy one. What if we should cease 
babMing about ** happiness," and leave it resting on its own basis, as it used 
to do! 

A gifted Byron rises in his wrath ; and, feeling too surely that he for his 
part is not ** happy," declares the same in very violent language, as a piece 
of news that may be interesting. It evidently has surprised him much. 
One dislikes to see a man and poet reduced to proclaim on the streets such 
tidings : but on the whole, as matters go, that is not the most dislikable. 
Byron speaks the truth in this matter. Byron's Urge audience indicates 
how. true it is felt to be. 

** Happy," my brother 1 First of all, what difierence is it whether thou 
art happy or not ! To day becomes Yesterday so fast, all To-morrows be- 
eome Yesterdays ; and then there is no question whatever of the ^ happi- 
ness," bot quite another question. Nay, thou hast such a sacred pity left 
at least for thyaelf, thy very pains once gone over into Yesterday become 
joys to thee. Besides, thou k newest not whet heavenly blessedness and 
indispensable sanative vinae was in them ; thou shalt only know it after 
many days, when thou art wiser ! A benevolent old Surgeon sat once in 
our company, with a Patient fallen sick by gourmandizing, whom he hnd just, 
too briefly in the Patient's judgment, been eiamining. The foolish Patient 
still at intervals continued to bresk in on our discourse, which rather pro- 
mised to take a philosophic turn : ** But I hsve lost my appetite," said he, 
ojyurgativelv. with a tone of irritated pathos ; " I have no appetite ; I can't 
eat ?" *' l^y dear fsHow," answered the Doctor in mildest tone, *' it isu*t of 
the slightest consequence ;" and continued his philosophical discoursings 
with us ! 

Or does the reader not know the history of that Scottish iron Misanthrope ? 
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The inmates of some town-mansion, in those Northern parts, were thrown 
into the fearfulest alarm by indubitable symptoms of a ghost inhabiting the 
next house, or perhaps even the partition-wall ! jBver at a certain boar, 
with preternatural gnarring, growling, and screeching, which attended as 
mnuing bass, there began, in a horrid, semi-articuUte, nnnarthly Toice, this 
song : '* Once I was hap-hap-happy, but now Vm meetar%b\e ! Glack-clack- 
clack, gnarr-r-r, whuz-s : Once I was hap-hap-happy, but now Vm mueM* 
arable !*' Rest, rest, perturbed spirit ; or indeed, as the good old Doctor 
said : My dear fellow, it isn't of the slightest consequence ! But no ; ibo 
perturbed spirit could not rest ; and to the neighbours, fretted, affrighted, 
or at least insufferably bored by him, it waa of such consequence that they 
bad to go and examine in his haunted chamber. In his haunted cfaambmr 
they find that the perturbed spirit is an unfortunate — Imitator of Byront 
No, is an unfortunate rusty Meat-jack, gnarring and creaking with rust and 
work ; and this, in Scottish dialect, is iu Byronian musical Life-philosophy, 
sune according to ability ! 

1 ruly, I think the man who goes about pothering and uproaring for hit 
** happiness," — pothering, and were it ballot- boxing, poem-making, or in 
what way soever fussing and exerting himself — he is not the man that will 
help to **get our knaves and dastards arrested !" No ; he rather ia on the 
way to increase the number — by at least one unit and hia tail ! Observe^ 
too, that this is all a modern affair ; belongs not to the old heroic timee, hot 
to these dastard new times. ** Ha|»piness, our being*s end and aim," ia at 
bottom, if we will count well, not yet two centuries old in the world. 

The only happiness a brave man ever troubled himself with asking much 
about was, hHppmesa enough to get his work done. Not ** I can't eat !" 
but ** I can*t work !" that was the burden of all wise complaining among men. 
It is, after all, the one unhappiness of a man. That he cannot work ; that 
he cannot get hia destiny as a man fulfilled. Behold, the day is passing 
. swiftly over, our life is passing swiftly over ; and the night cometh where- 
in no man can work. The night once come, our happinesa, our unhappiness— 
)t is all abolished ; ranished, clean gone ; a thing that has been : ** not of 
the slightest consequence " whether we were happy as eupeptic Curtis, aa 
the fattest pig of Epicurus, or unhappy as Job with potsherds, aa musical 
Byron with Giaours and sensibiliiies of the heart ; as the unmusical Meat- 
jack with hard labour and rust ! But our work— beheld, that is not abolished, 
that has not vanished : our work, behold, it remains, or the want of it re- 
mains : for endless Times and Eternities, remains : and that ia now the 
sole question with as for evermore! Brief brawling Day, with its noiay 
phantasms, its poor paper-crowns tinsel-gilt, is gone ; and divine everlast- 
ing Night, with her star-diadems, with her silences and her veracities, ia 
come ! What hast thou done, and how 1 Happiness, unhappinesa : alt 
that was but the waget thou hadst ; thou hast spent all that m auataining 
thyself hitheiward ; not a coin of it remains with thee, it is all spent, eaten : 
and now thy work, were is thy work ? S wifl, out with it, let us see thy work ! 

Of a truth, if man were not a poor hungry dastard, and even much of n 
blockhead withal, be would cease criticising his victuals to such extent ; and 
criticise himself rather, what he doea with hia ▼ictuaia ! 



CHAPTER V. 

TRB ENGLISH. 

And yet, with all thy theoretic platitudes, what a depth of practical eeHib 
in thee, great England ! A depth of sense, of justice, and courage ; in 
which, under all emergencies and world-bewilderments, and under this moat 
complex of emergencies we now live in, there is still hope, there ia etiiiae- 
sanueml 



The English are a dumb people. They can do great acta, but not de- 
tcribe them. Like the old Romans, and aome few others, their Epic Poem 
is written on the Eaith*a surface ; England her Mark ! It is cornpUined 
that they hare no artists : one Shakspeare hideed ; but for Raphael only a 
Reynolds ; for Mozart nothing but a Mr. BUhop ; not a picture^ not a song. 
And yet they did produce one Shakspeare ; consider, how the e)f>ment of 
Shakspearean melody does lie imprisoned in their nature ; reduced to unfold 
itself in mere Cotton-mills, Constitutional Governments, and such-like ; 
all the more interesting when it does become visible, as even in such unex- 
pected shapes it succeeds in doing ! Goethe spoke of the Horse, how im* 
pressive, almost affecting it was that an animal of such qualities should stand 
obstructed so ; its speech nothing but an inarticulate neighing, its handinesa 
mere Aoq/lness, the finsers all constricted, tied together, the finger-nails 
coagulated into a merelioof, shod with iron. The more significant, thinks 
he, are those eye-flashings of the generous noble quadruped ; those pran- 
cings, carvinffs of the neck clothed with thunder. 

A Dog of ICnowledge has free utterance ; but the War-horse is almost 
mute, very far from free ! It is even so. Truly, your freest utterances are 
not by any means always the best ; they are the worst rather ; the feeblest, 
trivialest ; their meaning prompt, but small, ephemeral. Commend me to 
the silsnt English, to the silent Romans. Nay, the silent Russians too I 
believe to be worth something : are they not even now drilling, under much 
obloquy, an immense semi-barbarous half- world from Finland .to Kam- 
tschaika, into rule, subordination, civilization — really in an old Roman fash« 
ion ; speaking no woxd about it ; quietly hearing all manner of vituperative 
Able Editors speak ! While your ever-talkini^, ever-gesticulating French, 
for example, what are they at this moment drilling 1 N<iy, of all animals, 
the freest of utterance. I should judge, is the genus Simia : go into t|ia 
Indian woods, say all Travellers, and look what a brisk, adroit, unresting 
Ape-population it is ! 

The spoken Word, the written Poem is said to be an epitome of the man ; 
how much more the done work. Whatsoever of morality and of intelligence ; 
what of patience, perseverance, faithfulness, of method, insight, ingenoitv, 
energy ; in a word, whatsoever of Strength the man had in him will Ue 
written in the Work he does. To work : why, it is to try himself against 
Nature, and her everlasting unerring IjSws : these will tell a true verdict as 
to the man. So much of virtue and of faculty did tr^-find in him ; so much 
and no more ! He had such capacity of harmonizing himself with me and 
my unalterable ever-veracious Laws ; of co-operating and working as I bade 
him ; and has prospered, and has not prospered, as you see ! Working 
as great Nature bade him : does not that mean virtue of a kind ; nay, of all 
kinds ? Cotton can be spun and sold, Lancashire operatives can be got to 
spin it, and at length one has the woven webs and sells them, by following 
Nature*s regulations in that matter : by not following Nnture^s regulations, 
you have them not. Vou have them not ; there is no Cotton- web to sell : 
Nature finds a bill against you ; your ** Strength " is not Strength, but 
Futility ! Let faculty be honoured, so far as it is faculty. A man that can 
aacceed in working is to me slways a man. 

How one loves to see the burly figure of him, this thick-skinned, seem* 
ingly opaque, perhaps sulky, almpst stupid Man of Practice, pitted against 
some light adroit Man of Theory, all equipped with clear logic, and able any- 
where to give you Why for Wherefore ! The adroit Man of Theory, so 
liffl^t o( movement, clear of utterance, with his bow full- bent and quiver full 
of arrow-arguments — surely he will strike down the game, transfix every- 
where the heart of the matter ; triumph everywhere, as he proves that he 
shall and must do ! To your astonishment, it turns out oftenest No. The 
cloudy. browed, thick-soled, opaque Practicahty, with no logic- ntterance^ in 
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silence mainly, with here and there a low ^nt or growU has hi bim what 
tranacenda all logic utterance : a Con^ruity with the Uoattered ! The 
Speakable, which lies atop, aa a superficial film or onter skin, is bia or b 
not his : bat the Doable, which reaches down to the World*s centre, yoa 
find him there ! 

The mgjEred Brindley has little to say for himself; the mgsad Brindlej 
when difficulties accumulate on him, retires silent, **ffetierally tohis bed ;** x«- 
tires ** sometimes for three days together to his bed, that he may be in per* 
feet pritacy there," and ascertain in hisrouffh head how the difficulties can 
be overcome. . The ineloquent Brindley, behold, he has chained eeaa. to- 
gether ; his ships do visibly float over valleys, invisibly through the bearta 
of mouc tains ; the Mersey and the Thames, the Humber and the Serem 
have shaken hands : Nature most audibly answers. Yea ! The man of 
Theory twanirs his full-bent how : Nature's Fact ought to fall stricken, hot 
does not : his logic-arrow glances from it as from a scaly dragon, and the 
obstinate Fact keeps walking its way. How singular I At bottom, joa 
will have to grapple closer with the dragon ; take it home to yon, by real 
faculty, not by seeming, faculty ; try whether you are stronger or it it 
stronger. Close with it, wrestle it : sheer obstinate toughness of maacle ; 
(Hit much more, what we call -toughness of heart, which will mean peraia- 
tance hopeful and even desperate, onsubduable patience, compoeed candid 
openness, clearness of mind : all this shall be *' strength " in wrestling yoor 
dragon ; the whole man's real strength is in this wolrk ; we shall get the 
measure of him here. 

Of all the nations in the world, at present we English are the stupidest 
in speech, the wisest in action. As good as a ** dumb *' nation, I aay, who 
cannot speak, and have never yet spoken — spite of the Shakspearea and 
kliltons who show us what possibilities there are ! Oh, Mr. Bull, I look in 
that surly face of thine with a mixture of pity and laughter, y^t also with 
wonder and veneration. Thou complainest not, my illustrious friend ; and 
yet I believe the heart of thee is full of sorrow, of unspoken sadness, seri- 
ousness — profound melancholy (as some have said) the basis of thy being. 
Unconsciously,' for thou speakest of nothing, this great Universe is great to 
tbee. Not by levity of floating, but by stubborn force of swimming, shalt 
thou make thy way. The Fates sing of thee that thou shalt many timet 
be thought an ass and a dull ox, and shall, with a Godlike indifference, be- 
lieve it. My friend — and it is all untrue, nothing ever falser in point of fact ! 
Thou art of those great ones whose greatness ti\e small passer-by does not 
discern. Thy very stupidity is wiser than their wisdom. A grand via {%• 
ertitB is in thee ; how many grand qualities unknown to small men ! Natara 
alone knows thee, acknowledges the bulk and strength of thee : thy Epic, 
unsung in words, is written in huge characters on the face of this Planet-^ 
sea-moles, cotton-trades, railways, fleets and cities, Indian Empires, Ameri* 
cas, New Hollands ; legible throughout the Solar System ! 

But the dumb Russians too, as I said, they, drilling all wild Asia and wild 
Europe into military lank and file, a terrible yet hitherto a prospering en- 
terprise, are still dumber. The old Romans also could not apeak for many 
centuries : not till the world was theirs ; and so many speaking Greekdoms, 
their logic-arrows all spent, had been absorbed and abolished. The logic- 
arrowa, how they glanced futile from obdurate thick-skinned Facts ; Facta 
to be wrestled down only by the resl vigour of Roman thews ! As for me, 
I honour, in these loud-babbling days, all the Silent rather. A grand Silence 
that of Romans ; nay, the grandest of all j ia it not that of the gods ! Even 
Triviality, Imbecility, that can sit silent, how respectable is it in coin|)arison ! 
The " talent of silence ** is our fundamental one. Great honour to him 
whose Epic is a melodious hexameter Iliad ; not a jingling Sham-Iliad, 
aothittg trae in it bat the hexameters and toms merely. Bat still grettM 
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tiODour,'if hit Epie be a nighty Empire ilowly built together, a mighty 
Series of Heroic Deeds — a mighty Conquett over Cbaoe ; which Epic the 
*' Etf-rual Melodiee'* have, and mutt have, informed and dwelt in, at it sung 
itself! There is no mistaking that latter Gpic. Deeds are greater than 
"Words. Deeds have such a life, mute but undeniable, and grow as living 
trees and fruit trees do ; they people the vacuity of Time, and make it green 
and worthy. Why should the oak prove logically that it ought to grow, 
and will grow 1 Plant it, try it ; wbst gifts of diligent judicious assimula- 
tion and secretion it has, of progress and resistance, of force lo grow, will 
then declare themselves. My much-honoured, illustrious, extremely inar- 
ticulate Mr. Bull! 

Ask Bull his spoken opinion of any matter— oftentimes the force of dul- 
ness can no farther go. You stand silent, incredulous, as over a platitude 
that borders On the Infinite. The man's Ohurchisms, Dissenterisms, Pusey- 
isms, Benthamisms, College Philosophies, Fashionable Literatures, are 
unexampled in this world. Fate's- prophecy is fulfilled ; you call the man an 
ox and an ass. But set him once to work — respectable man ! His spoken 
sense is next to nothing, nine- tenths of it palpable nonsense; but his 
unspoken sense, his inner silent feeling of what is true, what does agree 
with fact, what is doable and what is not doable — tbis seeks its fellow in 
the world- A terrible worker; irresistible against marshes, mountains, 
impediments, disorder, incivilization ; everywhere vanquishing disorder, 
leaving it behind him aa method and order. He ** retires to his bed three 
days,*' snd considers ! 

Nay, withal, stupid as he is, our dear John — ever, after infinite tumblings, 
and spoken platitudes innumersble from barrel-heads and parliament- benches, 
he docs settle down somewhere about the just conclusion ; you are certain 
that his jumblings and tumblings will end, after years or centuries, in the 
stable equilibrium. Stable equilibrium, I say; centre-of-gravity lowest; 
not the unstable, with centre-of-gravity highest, as I have known it done by 
quicker people ! For, indeed, do but jumble and tumble sufilicienlly, you 
avoid that worst fault, of settling with your centre-of-gravity highest: your 
centre- of-gravity is certain to come lowest, and tostsy there. If slowness, 
what we in our impatience call ** stupidity,*' be the price of stsble equilibrium 
over unstable, shall we grudge a little slowness 1 Not the least admirable 
quality of Bull is, after all, that of remaining insensible to logic ; holding 
out fur considerable periods, ten years or more, as in this of the Corn-laws, 
after all arguments and shadow of arguments have faded away from him, 
till the very urchins on the street titter at the arguments he brings. Logic 
'^Aoyixtfi the ** Art of Speech,'* does indeed speak so and so : clesr enough : 
nevertheless Boll still shakes his head ; will see whether nothing else iilogical, 
not yet ** spoken,*' not yet able to be ** spoken,** do not lie in the business, as 
there so often does ! My firm belief is, that, finding himself now enchanted, 
hand- shackled, foot-shackled, in Poor-law Bastilles and elsewhere, he will 
retire three days to his bed, and arrive at a conclusion or two ! His three 
Years '* total stagnation of trade,*' alas, is not that a painful enough ** lying in 
bed to consider himself?'* Poor Bull ! 

Bull is a born Cor>servative ; for this too I inexpressibly honour him. 
All great Peoples are conservative ; slow to believe in novelties : patient 
of much error in actualities ; deeply and for ever certain of the greatness 
that IS in Law, in Custom once solemnly established, and now long recog- 
nised'as jnst and final. True, O Radical Reformer, there is no Custom that 
can, properly speaking, be final ; none. And yet thou seest Cuetomt which, 
in ail civilized countries, are accounted fiiisj ; nay, under the old Roman 
name of Mores are arrounted Morality, Virtue, I^twa of God Himself. 
Such. I assure thee, not a few of them are ; such ahiiost sll of them once 
were. . And greatly do I respect the solid character— « blockhead, tboo wi|t 
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•ay ; yet, bot a well- conditioned blockhead, and the bett-conditioii^-wiio 
esteeniB all ** Customs once solemnly acknowledged " to be oltinata, diTiM, 
and the rule for a man to walk by, nothinff doubting, not inquiring farther. 
"What a time of it had we, were all men*8 life and^ trade still, in alTparU of 
it, a problem, a hypothetic seeking, to be settled by painful I^giea and 
Baconian Inductions ! The Clerk in Eastcheap cannot spend the day in 
Terifying his Ready-Reckoner ; he must take it as verified, true, and indis- 
putable ; or bis Book-keepine by Double Entry will stand still. ** Where 
IS your Posted Ledger ?*' asks the Master at night. ** Sir," answers the 
other, ** I was verifymg my Ready -Reckoner, and find some errors. The 
Ledger is — !" Fancy such a thing ! 

True, all turns on your Ready-Reckoner being moderately correct — being 
not insopportably incorrect ! A Ready- Reckoner which has led to dietinet 
entries in your Ledger, such as these : '* Creditor an English People by fifkoen 
hundred years of good Labour ; aiul Debtor to lodging in enchanted Poor-law 
Bastilles : Creditor by conquering the largest Empire the Son ever aaw ; 
and Debtor to Donothingism and * Impossible' written on all depaitnienis 
of the government thereof : Creditor by mountains of gold incota earned ; 
and Debtor to No Bread purchasable by them :** »ueh Ready- Keckoner, 
methmks, is beginning to be suspect ; nay, is ceasing, ar)d has ceased to 
be suspect ! Such Ready-Reckoner is a Solecism in Eastcheap ; and mtist, 
whatever be the press of business, and will and shall be rectified a little. 
Business can go on no longer with it. The most Conservative English 
People, thickest-skinned, most patient of Peoples, is driven alike by its 
Logic and its Unlogic, by things ** spuken/' and by things not yet spoken or 
very speakable, but only felt and very unendurable, to be wholly a Reforming 
People. Their Life as it is has ceased to be longer possible for them. 

Urge not this noble silent People ; rouse not the Berserkir-rage that lies 
in them ! Do you know their Cromwells, Hampdens, their Pyma and 
Bradshaws ? Men very peaceable, but men that can be made very terrible ! 
Men who, like their old Teutsch Fathers in Agrippa's days, ** have a seal 
that despises death ;" to whom ** death,'* compared with falsehooda and 
injustices, is light ; ** in whom there is a rage unconquerable by the inimorial 
gods ! '* Before this the English People hsve taken Tery preternatural- 
looking Spectres by the beard ; saying virtually : ** And if thou toert * pre- 
ternatural V Thou with thy * divine-rights ' grown diabolic wioogs ? Tb«i 
->not even ' natural ;' decapitable ; totally extinguishable !" Yes, just 
to godlike as this People's patience was, e\en so godlike will and moat 
its impatience be. Awsy. ye scandalous Practical Solecisms, children 
actually of the Prince of Darkness ; ye have near broken our hearta ; 
we can and will endure yon no longer. Begone, we say ; depart while 
the play is good .' By the Most Hi^h God, whose sons snd bom missioD- 
aries true men are, ye shall not contmue here ! You and we have become 
incompatible ; can inhabit one bouse no longer. Either you must go, or we. 
Are ye ambitious to try tohich it shall be 1 

Oh, my Conservative friends, who still specially name snd straggle to ap- 
prove yourselves ** Conservative," would to Heaven I could persuade yoa of 
this world-old fact, than which Fate is not surer, That Truth and Justice 
alone are capable of being ** conserved *' and preserved ! The thin^ which 
is unjust, which is not according to God*s Law, will you, in a God's Universe, 
try to conserve that! It is so old, say you? Yes, and the hotter haste 
ought you, of all others, to he in to let it grow no older ! If bat the Tainiest 
whisper in your hearts intimate to you that it is not fair — hasten, for iho 
aake of Conservatism itself, to probe it rigorously, to csst it forth at once 
and for ever if guilty. How will or can you preserve t/, the thinv that ia 
not fair 1 ** Impossibility '* a thousandfold is marked on that. And ye call 
jrouraelvea Conaervaiivcs, Aristocracies: ought not honour and uobk* 
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hen of mind, if they had depnrted from all the Earth elsewhere, to find theb 
laec refuge with yoa 1 Ye unfortunate ! ^ 

The boQgh that ie dead shall be cut away, for the sake of the tree itselt 
Old 1 Yes, it is too old. Many af weary winter has it swung and creaked 
there, and gnawed and fretted, with its dead wood, the organic substance 
and still living fibre of this good tree ; many a long summer has its ugly 
nak^ brown defaced the fair green umbrage ; every day it has done mis- 
chief, and that only : off with it, for the tree*8 sake, if for nothing more ; 
let the Conservatism that would preserve, cut it away. Did no wood-fores- 
ter apprise you that a dead bough with its dead root left sticking there is 
extraneous, poisonous ; is as a dead iron spike, some horrid rusty ploughshare 
driven into the living substance ; nay, is far worse ; for m every wind-siorm, 
(** commercial crisis *' or the hke,) it frets and creaks, jolts itself to and fro, 
and cannot lie quiet as your dead iron spike would ! 

If I were the Conservative Party of England, (which is another bold figure 
of speech,) I would not for a hundred thousand pounds an hour allow those 
€?om-law8 to continne ! Potosi and Golconda put together would not 
purchase my assent to them. Do you count what treasuries of bitter indigo 
nation they are laying op for you' in every just English heart 1 Do yoa 
know what questions, not as to Corn-prices and Sliding- scales alone, they 
tare forcing- every reflective Englishman to ask himself: Questions insola- 
ble, or hitherto unsolved ; deeper than any of our Logic-plummets hitherto 
will sound : questions deep enough — which it were better that we did not 
name even in thought ! You are forcing us to think of them, to begin ottering 
them. The utterance of them is begun ; and where will it be ended, think 
yiMi t When two millions of one*s brother-men sit in Workhouses, and 
tt^e millions, as is insolently said, ** rejoice in potatoes,'* there are variodi 
things that must be begun, let them end where they can. 



CHAPTER Vr. 

TWO CBNTUBIBS. 
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The Settlement effected by our " Healing Parliament " in the Year of 
Ghrace 1660, though accomplished under universal acclamations from the 
four comers of the British Dominions, turns out to have been one of the 
mournfulest that ever took place in this land of ours.. It called and thought 
itself a Settlement of brightest hope and futfilment, bright as the blaze of 
universal tar-barrels and boiiires could make it : and we find it now, on 
looking back on it with the insight which trial has yielded, a Settlement as 
of despair. Considered well, it was a settlement to govern henceforth with- 
out God, with only some decent Pretence of God. 

Governing by the Christisn Law of God bad been found a thing of battle, 
convulsion, confusion, an infinitely difficult thing: wherefore let us now 
abandon it, and govern only by so much of God's Christian Law as — as 
may prove quiet and convenient for us. What is the end of Government ? 
To guide men in the way wherein they should go ; toward their true good 
in this life, the portal of infinite good in a life to come 1 To guide men in 
euch way, and ourselves in such way, as the Maker of men, whose ey6 is 
upon us, will sanction at tbe Great Day t Or, alas, perhaps at bottom is 
there no Great Day, no sure outlook of any life to come ; but only this 
poor life, and what of taxes, falicities, Nell-Gwyos, and entertainments we 
can manage to muster here ! In that case the end of Government will be. 
To suppress all noise and disturbance, whether of Puritan preaching, Ca- 
meronian psalm-singing, thieves* riot, murder, arson, or what noise soever, 
and — be careful that snpplies do not fail ! A very notable conclusion, if 
we will think of it — ana not without an abundance of fruits for us. Oliver 
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Cromweirt body hang on the Tyburn gallows, as the type of PariUnii 
found futile, inexecutable, execrable — yes, that gallows-tree has been a fii»> 

Eir-post into very strange country indeed. Let earnest Puritanism die; 
t decent Formalism, whatsoever cant it be or grow to, live \ We have 
had a pleasant journey in that direction *, and are — arriving at our inn 1 

To support the Four Pleas of the Crown, and keep Taxes-coming in ^ ia 
Teiy sad seriousness, has not this been, ever since, even in the best tkneak 
almost the one admitted end and aim of Government 1 Religion, Chrietiaa 
Church, Moral Duty ; the fact that roan had a soul at all ; that in man^ 
life there was any eternal truth or justice at all — has been as good as left 
quietly out of siffht. Church indeed — alas, the endless talk and stran;Ie 
we have had of High-Church, Low-Church, Church-Extension, CharrC-w* 
Danger : we invite the Christian reader to think whether it has not been a 
too miserable screech-owl phantasm of talk and struggle, as for a ** Chorch," 
— >which one had rather not define at present ! 

But now in these godless two centuries, looking at Eiiffland and her efibrts 
and doings, if we ask. What of England's doings the Law of Nature had 
accepted, Natore*s King had actually farthered and pronounced to have 
tooth in them — where is our answer 1 Neither the ** Church " of Hard 
i^nd Warburton, nor the Anti-church of Hume and Paine ; not in any abape 
, the Spiritualism of England : all this is already seen, or beginning to be 
aeen, for what it is ; a thing that Nature does noi own. On the one aide 
U dreary Cant, with a reminiscence of things noble and divine ; on the other 
U but acrid Candour, with a prophecy of things brutal, infernal/ Hard and 
^^^'-^arburion are aunk into the sere and yellow leaf ; no considerable body 
( of true-seeing men looks thitherward for healing: the Paine-and-Hnme 
' Atheistic theory, of ** things well let alone,** with Liberty, Equality, and the 
like, is also in these days declaring itself naught, unable to keep the world 
from taking fire. 

The theories and speculations of both these parties, and, we may say, 
of all intermediate parties and persons, prove to be things which the Eter- 
nal Veracity did not accept ; thinffs superficial, ephemeral, which already a 
near Posterity, finding them.already dead and brown-leafed, is about to sup- 
jpiress and forget. The Spiritualism of England, for those godless years, is, 
as it were, all forgettable. Much has been written : but the perennial 
Scriptures of Mankind have had small accession : from all English Books, 
in rhyme or prose, in leather binding or in paper wrappage, how many verses 
'have been added to these : Our most melodious Singers have sung as from 
the throat outward : from the inner Heart of Man, from the great Heart of 
Nature, through no Pope or Phillips, has their come any tone. The Ora- 
cles have been dumb. In brief, the Spoken Word of England has not been 
true. The Spoken Word of England turns out to have been tri? ial ; of 
abort endurance ; not valuable, not available as a word, except for the pass- 
ing day. It has been accordant with transitory Semblance; discordant 
with eternal Fact. It has been unfortunately not a Word, but a Cant ; a 
helpless involuntary Cant — nay, too often a cunning voluntary one : cither way, 
a very mournful Cant ; the Voice not of Nature and Fact, but of something 
other than these. 

With all its miserable short-comings, with its wars, controversies, with ita 

trades-unions, famine-insurrections — it is her Practical Material Work alone 

that England has to show for herself ! This, and hitherto almost nothing 

more ; yet actually this. The grim inarticulate veracity of the English 

People, unable to speak its meaning in words, has turned itself silently on 

1 things ; and the dark powers of Material Nature have answered : Yea, thia 

J at least is true, this is not false ! So answers Nature. Waste desert- 

. ahrubs of the Tropical swamps have become Cotton trees ; and here, under 

xay fartherance, are verily woven ahirts-— hanging unsold, tutdiatributM^ 
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bot ' capable to be diatriliuted, capable to cover the bare backs of my chil- 
dren of men. Mountains, old as the Creation, I have permitted to be bored 
throagh : bituminoos fael-stores, the wreck of forests that were green a 
nsHlion years ago-— I have opened them from my secret rock-chambers, and 
they are yx>arB, ye English. Your huge fleets, steamships, do sail the sea : 
huge Indias do obey you ; from huge New Englands and Antipodal Austra- 
lh\8 comes profit and traffic to this Old England of mine 1 So answers 
Nature. The Practical Labour of England is not a chimerical Triviality : 
it is a Face, acknowledged by all the Worlds ; which no man and no demon 
will contradict. It is, very audibly, though very inarticulately as yet, the 
me God*s Voice we have heard in these two atheistic centuries. 

And now to observe with what bewildering obscurations and impediments 
ail this as yet stands entangled, and is yet mtelligible to no man ! How, 
with our gross Atheism, we hear it not to be the Voice of Ood to us, but 
regard it merely as a Voice of earthly Profit-and-Loss. And have a Hell 
in England — ^the Hell of not making money. And coldly see the sll-con- 
qoering valiant. Sons of Toil sit enchanted, by the million, in their Poot^ 
kiw Bastille, as if this were Natiire*s Law ; mumbling to ourselves some 
▼ague janglement of Laissez faire, Supply-and-demand, Oasb-payment the 
one nexus of msn to man : Free-trade, Competition, and Devil take the 
hmdmost, <mr latest Gospel yet preached ! 

As if, in truth, there were no God of Labour ; as if godlike Labour and 
brutal Maramonism were convertible terms. A serious, most eaniest Mam- 
BBonism srown Midas-eared ; an unserions Dilettantism, earnest about no- 
thing, grmning with inarticulate incredulous incredible jargon aboutall things^ 
as the enehAfUed Dilettanti do by the Dead Sea ! It is mournful enough foe 
the present hour ; were there not an endless hope in it withal. Giant La- 
bour, truest emblem there is of God the World- Worker, Demiurgus, and 
Eternal Maker ; noble Labour, which is yet to be the King of this Earth, 
and sit on the highest throne — staggering hitherto like a blind irrational giant^ 
hardly allowed lo have bis common place on the street-pavements ; idle Di- 
lettantism, Dead-Sea Apism, crying out, **Down with him, he is dangerous !'* 

Labour must become a seeing rational giant, with a §oul in the body of 
bim, and take his place on the throne of thiiigs — ^kaving his MammanisiByi 
Mid several other adjuncts, on the lower steps of said 'throne. 



CHAPTER VIL 

OVBR- PRODUCTION. 

But what will reflective readers say of a Governing ^lass, such as oura^ 




two hundred thousand shirts for the*btre backs of mankind. Your trousen 
too, which you have made, of fustian, of cassimere, of Scotch-{)laid, of jane, 
nankeen, and woollen broadcloth, are they not manifold ? Of bats for the 
human head, of shoes (ot the human foot, of stools to sit on, spoons to eat 
with — Nay, what say. we hats or shoes 1 You produce gold watches, 
jewelleries, silver forks and epergnes, commodes, chiffoniers, stuffed sofas- 
Heavens, the Commercial Bazaar and multitudinous Howel-aiid-Jameees 
cannot contain yon. You have produced, produced ; he that seeks your 
indictment, let him look around. Millions of shirts and empty pairs of 
breeches hang there in judgment against you. We accuse you of over- 
producing : you are criminally guilty of producing shirts, breeches, hats, 
shoes, and commodities in a frightful over-abundance. And now there is ii 
gfat, Aod y«ur operativM cannot be fed !" ., 
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Never, surely, against an earnest Working Mammooism waa thers 
brought, by Game-preserving aristocratic'Dilettantiam, a stranger accasation 
since this world b«gan. My lords and gentlemen — why, it^ waa ytm that 
were appointed, by the fact and by the theory of your position on the Earth* 
to ** make and administer Laws,** — that is to say, in a world such as oura, to 
guard against ** gluts ;'* agamst honest operatives, who had done their work* 
remaining unfed ! I say, you, were appointed to preside over the Distribo- 
tion and Apportionment of the Wages of Work done ; and to see well that 
there went no labourer without his hire, were it of money-coins, were it of 
hemp gallows-ropes : that function was yours, and from immemorial time 
has been ; yours, and as yet no otber*s. These poor shirt-spinners have 
forgotten much which, by the virtual unwritten law of their poaition, thev 
should have remembered : but by any written recognised law of their posi- 
tion, what have they forgotten 1 They were set to,makj shirts. The 
Community with all its voices commanded them, saying, '* Make shirts ;" 
and there the shirts are ! Too many shirts 1 Well, that is a novelty in 
this intemperate Earth, with its nine hundred millions of bare backa ! Bot 
the Community commanded you, saying, " See that the shirts are weQ 
apportioned, that our Human Laws be emblem of God*s Laws ;" and where 
is the apportionment? Two million shirtless or ill-sbirted workers sit 
enchanted in Work-house Bastilles, five million more (accordieg to aome) 
in Ugolioo Hunger-cellars; and for remedy you say — what say yont 
** Raise our rents !" I have not in my time heard any stranger speech, not 
even on the Shores of the Dead Sea. You continue addres^ng thoae peer 
•hirt-spinners and over-producers in really a too triumphant manner : 

<* Will you bandy accusations, will you accuse its of over-production ! 
We take the Heavens and the Earth to witness that we have produced 
nothing at all. Not from us proceeds this frightful overplus of shirts. In 
the wide domains of created Nature, circulates no shirt or thing of oar 
producing. Certain foj(- brushes nailed upon our stable-door, the fruit ef 

fair audacity at Meltou Mowbray ; these we hay« proclaood, and thoy ar* 

ppenly nailed up there. He that accuses us of producing, let him show 
himself, let him name what and when. . We are innocent of producing ; 
ye ungrateful, what mountains of things have we not, on the contrary, bad 
to * consume,' and make away with ! Mountains of those your heaped 
manufactures, wheresoever edible or wearable, have they not disappeared 
before us, as if we had the talent of ostriches, of cormorants, and a kmd of 
divine faculty to eat ? Ye ungrateful ! and did you not grow under the 
shadow of our wings t Are not your filthy mills built on these fields of 
ours ; on this soil of England, which belongs to — whom think you 1 And 
we shall not offer you our own wheat at the price that pleases us, but that 
partly pleases you t A precious nation ! What would become of yoQ, if 
we chose, at any time, to decide on growing no wheat more 1" 

Yes, truly, here is the ultimate rock-basis of all Corn-laws ; whereooy 
at the bottom of much arguing, they rest as aecurely as they can : What 
would become of vou, if we decided, some day, on growing no more wheat 
at all ! If we chose to grow only partridges henceforth, and a modicum 
of wheat for our own uses ? Cannot we do what we like with our own 1 
Yes, indeed ! For my share, if I could melt Oneiss Rock, and create Law 
of Gravitation ; if I could stride out to the Doggerbank some morning, and» 
striking down my trident there into the mod-waves, ssy, ** Be land, be fielde» 
meadows, mountains, and fresh rolling streams !*' by Heaven, I should incline 
to have the letting of that land in perpetuity, and sell the wheat of it, or 
bum the wheat of it, according to my own good judgment ! My Com- 
lawing friends, you affright me. 

To the ** Millo-cracy '* so-called, to the Working Aristocracy, steeped too 
dee/) in mere ignoble Mammonisra, and as yet ail nnconacuMa of ita noUt 
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flettinies, at yet bat ui irrational or semi-rational giant, struggling to awake 
BOine soul in itself — the world will have much to say» reproachfully, re- 
provingly, admonishingly. But to the Idle Aristocracy, what will the world 
have to ^ay t Things painful and not pleasant ! 

To the man who toorks, who attemptSj in never so ungracious barbarovt 
a way, to- get forward with some work, you will hasten out with fartherances, 
with -encouragements, -corrections ; you wHl say to him, ** Welcome» then 
art ours ; our care shall be of thee." T& the idler, again, never so grace- 
fully going idle, coming forwafd with never so many parchments, you will 
not hasten out ; you will sit still, and be disinclined to rise. You will say 
to him, " Not welcome, O complex Anomaly ; would thou hadst staid out 
of doora : for who of mortals knows what to do with thee 1 Thy parch- 
ments : yes, they are old, of venerable yellowness ; and we too honour 
parchment, old-established settlements, and venerable use and wont. Old 
parchments in very truth : yet on the whole, if thou wilt remark, they are 
young to the Granite Rocks, to the Groundplan of God's Universe ! We 
advise thee to pot up thy parchments ; to go home to thy place, and make 
no needless noise whatever. Our heart's wish is to save thee : yet there 
as thou art, hapless anomaly, with nothing but thy yellow parchments, noisy 
futilities, and shot-belts and fox-brushes, who of gods or men can avert dark 
jPate ? Be counselled, ascertain if nq work exist for thee on God's Earth ; 
if thou find no commanded duty there but that of ^ing frracefuUy idle. 
Ask, imfuire earnestly, with a half- frantic earnestness ; for the answer 
means Existence or Annihilation to thee. We apprise thee of tKe world- 
old fact becoming sternly disclosed again in these days. That he who cannot 
work in this Universe cannot get existed in it : had he parchments to thatch 
the faceof the world, these combustible fallible sheep-skin cannot avail him. 
Home, thou unfortdftate ; and let us have at least no noise from thee !" 

Suppose the unfortunate Idle Aristocracy, as the unfortunate Working 
one has done, were to ** retire three days to its bed," and consider itseu 
ihere, what o'clock it had become ? 

How have we to -regret not only that men have ** no religion," but that 
they have next ta no reflection ; and go about with heads full of mere 
•axtraneoua noises, with eyes wide opea but visionless — for most part, in the 
somnambulist state f 



CHAPTER VIII. 

UN WORK! NO ABISTOCEACT. 

It is well said, ** Land is the right basis of an Aristocracy ;*' whoever 
possesses the Land, he, more emphatically than any other, is the Governor, 
Vice- king of the people on the Land. It is in these days as it was in those 
of Henry Plantagenet and Abbot Samson ; as it will in all days be. The 
Land is Mother of us all ; noufishes, shelters, gladdens, lovingly enriches 
us all ; in how many ways, from our fir«t wakening to our last sleep on her 
blessed mother-bosom, does she, as with blessed mother-arms, •enfold us all !. 

The Hill I first saw the Sun rise over, when the Sun and I andt all things 
were yet in their auroral hour, who can divorce me from it? Mystic, deep 
at the world's centre, are the roou I. have struck into my Native Soil ; no 
tree that grows is rooted so. From noblest Patriotism to humblest industrial 
Mechanism ; from highest dying for your country to lowest quarrying and 
coal-boring for it, ^Mt' 1T n* f M^*^ dsp g ndfl ny^T '*■ ^ ^'' Again and again 
we have to say, there can be no true Aristocracy but must possess the Land. 

Men talk of ** selling '* Land. Land, it is true, like Epic Poems, and 
even higher things, in aoch a trading world, has to be presented in the 
market for what it will bring, and, as we say, be ** sohi :" bat the notion of^ 
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** selling/' for certain bits of metal, the Eiad of Homer, how moeh niOTt 
the Land of the World- Creator, is a ridicalous impossibility ! W» bojr 
what is saleable of it ; nothing more was ever buyable. Who can, or 
coald, sell it to us 1 Properly speaking, the Land belongs to these two : 
To the Almighty God ; and to all His Children of Men that have ever 
worked well on it, or that shall ever work well on it. No generation of 
men can or could, with never such solemnity and effort, sell Laud on any 
other principle : it is not the property of any generation, we say, but that 
ei all the past generations that have worked on it, and of all the future onos 
that shall work on it. 

Again, we hear it said. The soil of England, or of any country, is properly 
worth nothing, except ** the labour bestowed on it." This, speaking oven 
in the language of Eastcheap, is not correct. The rudest space of boontiy 
oqual in extent to England, could a whole English Nation, with all their 
habitudes, arrangements, skills, with whatsoever they do carry within the 
skins of them, and cannot be stripped of, suddenly take wing, and alight on it 
<*— would be worth a very considerable thing! Swiftly, within year and 
day, this English Nation, with its multiplex talents of ploughing, spinniog, 
hammering, mining, road -making,' and trafficking, would brmg a bandeomo 
▼alue out of such a space of country. On the other hand, fancy what an 
English Nation, once *' on the wing,'* could have done with itself, had 
there been simply no soil, not even an inarable one. to alight on? Tain 
all its talents for ploughing, hammering, and whatever else; there is no 
Earth-room for this nation with its talents : this nation will have to keep 
hovering on the wmg, dolefully shrieking to and fro ; and perish piecemeal ; 
burying itself, down to the last so.ul of it, in the waste unnrmamented seat. 
Ah, yes ; soil, with or without ploughing, is the gift of God. The soil of all 
countries belongs evermore, in a very considerable degree, to the Almighty 
Maker ! The last stroke of labour bestowed on it is not the making of ita 
Yalue, but only the increasing thereof 

It is very strange, the degree to which theso truisms are forgotten in our 
days ; how, in the ever-.whirling chaos of Formulas, we have quietly lost 
sight of Fact^-which it is so perilous nut to keep for ever in sight ! Fact^ 
if we do not see it, will make us feel it by and by ! From much loud con- 
troversy and Corn-law debating there rises, loud, though inarticuiato, once 
more in these years, this very question among others, Who made the Land 
of England 1 Who made it, this respectable English Land, wheat-growing, 
metalliferous, carboniferous, which will let readily hand over head for seventy 
millions or upward, as it here lies: who did make it? *' We !" answer 
the much- consuming Aristocracy ; " We !*' as they ride in, moist with the 
aweat of Melton Mowbray : ** It is we that made it ; or are the heirs, assigns, 
and representatives of those who did !" My brothers, You? Everlasting 
honour to you, then ; and Corn-laws as many as you will, till your own 
deep stomachs cry Enough, or some voice of human pitjr for our famine bida 
yon Hold ! Ye are as gods, that can create soil. Soil-creatmg goda thert 
It no withstanding. Tt^y have the might to tell wheat at what price they 
liat; and the right, to all lengths, and famine- lengths — if they be pitileti 
infernal gods ! Celestial gods, I think, would stop short of the famine- 
price ; but no infernal nor any kind of god can be bidden stop ! Infatoatod 
moruls, into what questions are you driving every thinking roan in England? 
I say, you did not make the I^and of England ; and, by the poMcaaion of 
it, yon are bound to furnish guidance and governance to England ! That 
it .the law of your position on. this GodVEarth; an everlastinff act of 
Heaven's Parliament, not repealable m St. Stephen's or eltewhere ! Trao 
government and guidance — not no-government and Laissez-faire ; bow much 
less mttgovernment and Corn-law ! There it not an imprisoned Worknr 
looking oat fnm thete fiastillea bat appeals, Ttry audibly m Htavfn*a Higit 
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Cowtfl, Bgainst yooi and me, and every one who is not imprisoned, ^ Why 
am I here V His appeal is audible in Heaven ; and will become audible 
•Doogh on Earth too, if it remain unheeded here. His appeal against yon, 
foremost of all ; you stand in the front-rank of the accused ; you, by the 
venr place you hohl, have first of all to answer him and Heaven ! 

what looks maddest, miserablest in these mad and miserable Corn-laws 
is independent altogether of their ** effect ou wages," their effect oh ** in- 
erease of trade," or any other such effect : it is the continual maddening 
proof they protrude into the faces of all men, that our Governing ClaHS, call- 
ed by God and Nature and the inflexible law of Fact, either to do some- 
thing toward governing, or to die and be abolished — have not yet learned 
even to sit still, and do no mischief ! For no Anti-Corn-law League yet 
asks more of them than this ; Nature and Fact, very imperatively, asking 
so much more of them. Anti-Cor^-law League asks not, Do something : 
hot, Cease your destructive misdoing, Do ye nothing ! 

Nature's message will have itself obeyed : messages of mere Free- trade, 
Auti-Corn-law League, and Laissez-faire will then heed small obeying! 
Te fools, in name of Heaven, work, work at the Ark of Deliverance for 
yourselves and us, while hours are still granted you ! No.: instead of 
working at the Ark, they say, " We cannot get our hands kept rightly warm ;*' 
and sit obstinately burning ths planks. No madder spectacle at present ex- 
hibits itself under this Sun. 

The Working Aristocracy ; Mill-owners, ^f anufacturers. Commanders of 
Working Men : slas, sgamst them also much shall be brought in accusation ; 
moch — and the freest Trade in Corn, total abolition of Tariffs, and utter- 
most ** Increase of Manufacturers" and " Prosperity of Commerce,** will 
permanently mend no jot of it. The Working Aristocracy most strike into 
m new path ; must understand that money alone is not the representative 
either of man's success in the world, or of man*s duties to man ; and reform 
their own selves from top to bottom, if they wish England reformed. Eng- 
land will not be habitable long, unreformed. 

The Working Aristocracy — Yes, but on the threshold of all this it is 
again and again to be asked. What of the Idle Aristocracy 1 Again and 
again what shall we say of the Idle Aristocracv, the Owners of the Soil of 
England, whose recognised function is that of handsomely consuming the 
rents of England, shooting the partridges of Englsnd, and, as an agreeable 
amusement, (if the purchase- money and other conveniences serve,) dilettante- | 
ing in Parliament and Quarter- Sessions for England ? We will say mourn- { 
fully, in the presence of Heaven and Earth — that we stand speechless, I 
Btupent, and know not what to say ! That a class oi men entitled to live 
sumptuously or the marrow of the earth ; permitted^ simply, nay, entreated, 
mild as yet entreated in vain, to do nothing at all in return, was never here- 
tofore seen on the face of this Planet. That such a. class is transitory, 
exceptional, and, unless Nature's Laws fall dead, cannot continue. That 
it has continued now a moderate while ; has, for the last fifty years, been 
rapidly attaining its state of perfection. That it will have to find its duties 
and do them ; or else that it must and will cease to be seen on the face of 
this Planet, which is a Working one, not an Idle one. 

AJi|s, alas, the Working Aristocracy, admonished by Trades-unions, Char- 
tist conflagrations, above all by their own shrewd sense kept in perpetnai - 
communion with. the fa^t of things, will assuredly reform themselves, and 
a working world will still be possible : but the fate of the Idle Aristocracy, 
as one reads its horoscope hitherto in Corn-laws and such-like, is an abyss ' 
that fills one with despair. Yes, my rosy fox-huating brothers, a terrible . 
HtppocraJtic look reveals itself (Gkxl knows, not to my joy) through those 
fresh buxom countenances of yours. Through your Corn-law Msjoritiesi 
SlkUng-scalea, Protaciting-Dutias, Bribery-Elections, and triamphant Ken- 
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tiflh-fire, a thinking eye discerns ghastly images of ruin, too ghastly for woida ; 
a hand-writing as of Mbnb, Mbnb. Men and brothers, on your Sliding- 
scale you seem sliding, and to have slid — you little know whither ! Oood 
God ! did not a French Dunothing Aristocracy, hardly above half a centary 
ago, declare in like manner," and in its featherhead believe inl ake manner, 
" We cannot exist, and continue to dress and parade ourselves, on the just 
rent of the soil of France ; but we must have farther payment than rent or the 
■oil — we must be exempted from taxes too ;* we must have a Corn-law to 
extend oar rent ! This was in 1789 : in four years more — Did you look 
into the Tanneries of Meudon, and the long' naked making for themselves 
breeches of human skins ! May the merciful Heavens avert the omen ; may 
we be wiser that so we be less wretched. - 

A High Class without duties to do is like a tree planted on- precipices^ 
from the roots of which all the earth has been crumbling. Nature owns no 
man who is not a Martyr withal. Is there a man who pretends to live 
luxuriously housed up ; screened from all work, from want, danger, hardship, 
the victory over which is what we name work ; he himself to sit serene, 
amid down-bolsters and appliances, and have all his work and battling 
done by other man ! And such man calls himself a nobU-tnaLn 1 His fa- 
thers worked for him, he says ; or successfully gambled for him : hera he 
sits ; professes, not in aorrow, but in pride, th:it be and his have doiieno«work 
time out of mind. It is the law of the land, and is thought to-be the law of 
the Universe, that he, alone of recorded men, shall have no task laid on him, 
except that of eating his cooked victuals, and not flinging himself oat of 
window. Once more I will say, there was no stranger spectacle ever shown 
under this Sun. A veritable fact in uur England of the Nineteenth Centa- 
ry. His victuals he does eat : but as for keeping in the inside of the 
window — have not his friends, like me, enough to dol Truly, looking at 
his Corn-laws, Game-laws, Chandos-clauses, Bribery-elections, and much 
else, yon do shudder <lver the tumbling and plunging he makes, held back 
by the lappelles and coat-skirts ; only a thin fence of window-glass before him 
—and in the street mere horrid iron spikes ! My sick brother, as in hospital 
maladies men do, thou dreamest of Paradises and Eldorados which are far 
from thee. " Cannot I do what I like with my own V* Gracious Heaven, 
iny brother, this that thou seest with those sick eyes is no firm Eldorado 
and Corn-law Paradise of Donothings, but a dream of thy own fevered brain. 
It is a glass-window, I tell thee — so many stories from the street ; where 
are iron spikes and the law of gravitation ! 

What is the meaning.of nobleness, if this be " noble 1" In. a valiant 
suffering for others, not in a slothful making others suffer for. us, did noble- 
ness ever lie. The chief of men is he who.stasds in the van of men ; front- 
ing the peril which frightens back all others ; which^if it be not vanquished, 
wm devour the others. Every noble crown is, and-on Earth will for ever 
be, a crown of thorns. The Pagan Hercules, why was he accounted a hero 1 
Because he had slain Nemeaia Liens, cleansed Augean Stables, undergone 
Twelve Labours only not too heavy for a god. In modern, as in ancient 
and all societies, and Ajristocracy, they that assume the functions of an Aris- 
tocracy, doing them or not, have taken the post of honour ; which is the 
post of difiiciiity, the post of danger — of death, if the difficulty be not over- 
come. Jlfaul payer de sa vU. Why was our life given us, if not that we 
should manfully give it ? Descend, Oh, Donuthing Pomp ; quit thy down- 
cushions ; expose thyself to. learn what wretches feel, and how to cure it ! 
The Csar of Russia became a dusty toiling shipwright ; worked with his 
axe in the docks of Saardam ; ar»d hia aim was small to thine. Desend 
thou : undertake this horrid ** living chaos of Ignorance and Hunger " wel- 
tering round thy feet ; say, *' I wih heal it, or behold I will die foremost 
in itJ* Such is vsrily the law. Everywhere and evsrjwhen a man bis to 
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*^ pay with hit life ;*' to do bis work, as a soldier does, at the expense of 
life. In no Piepowder earthly Court can yon sue an Aristocracy to do its 
work at this moment ; but in the Higher Court, wbich even it calls ** Court of 
Honour," and wbich is the Court of Necessity withal, and the eternal Court 
of the Universe, in which all Fact comes to plead, and every Human Soul is 
an apparitorr~the Aristocracy is answerable, and even now answering, there. 

Parcbmeots 1 Parchments are venerable : but they ought at all limes to 
represent, as near as they by possibility can, the writing of the Adamant 
Tablets— otherwise they are not so venerable ! Benedict the Jew in vain 
pleaded parchments ; bis usuries were too many. The King said, ** Go to, 
lor all thy parchments thou shalt pay just debt : down with thy dust, or ob- 
serve this tooth- forceps !" Nature, afarjuster Sovereign, has far terribler 
forceps. Aristocracies, actual and imaginary, reach a time when parchment 
pleading does iiot avail them. ** Go to, for all thy parchments thou shalt pay 
due debt !** shouts the Universe to them, in an emphatic manner. They 
refuse to pay, confidently pleading parchment : their best grinder-tooth, 
with horrible agony, goes out of their jaw. Wilt thou pay now 1 A 
second grinder, again in horrible agony, goes : a second, and a third, and, 
if need be, all the teeth and grinders, and the life itself with them ; and 
thin there is free payment, and an anatomist-subject into the bargain ! 

Reform-bills, Corn-law Abrogation- bills, and then Land-tax Bill, Property- 
tM Bill, and still dimmer list of etceteras ; grinder after grinder : my lords 
and gentlemen, it were' better for you to arise and begin doing your work, 
than sit. there and plead parchment ! 

We write no Chapter on the Corn-laws in this place ; the Corn-l»wt 
are too mad to have a Chapter. There is a certain immortality, when 
there is net a necessity, in speaking about things finished — in chopping into 
small pieces the already slashed and slain. When the brains are out, why 
does not a Solecism die ? It is at its own peril if it refuse to die ; it ought 
to make all conceivable haste to die, and ^et itself buried ! The trade of 
Anti-Corn-law Lecturer in these days, still an indispensable, is a highly 
tragic one. 

The Corn-laws will go, and even soon go : would we were all as sure 
of the Millennium as they are of going ! * They go swiftly in these present 
months ; with an increase of velocity, an ever-deepening, ever-widening 
sweep of momentum, truly notable. It is at the Aristocracy's own damage 
and peril, still more than at any other's . whatsoever, that the Aristocracy 
maintains them ; at a damage, say only, as above computed, of a *' hundred 
thousand pounds an hour !" The Corn-laws keep all the air hot : fostered 
by their fever-warmth, much that is evil, but much also, how much that is 
good and indispensable, is rapidly coming to life among us ! 



CHAPTER IX. 

WOSKINO ARISTOCRACY. 

A POOR Working Mammonism getting itself ^* strangled in the partridge-nets 
of an Unworking Dilettantism,'" and bellowing dreadfully, and already black 
in the face, is surely a disastrous spectacle ! But of a Midas-eared Mam- 
monism, which, indeed, at bottom all pure Mammonisms are, what belter 
can you expect ? No better ; if not this, then something other eq<ially disas- 
trous, if not still more disastrous. Mammonisms, grown asinino, jiave to 
become human again, and rational ,* ibey have, on the whole, to cease to 
be Mammonisms, were it even on compulsion, and pressure of the hemp 
round their seek ! My friends of the Working Aristocracy, there are now 
a great many things which yoo also, in your extreme need, will have to coq- 
•ider. 
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The Continental people, it would seem, are " exporting our machinery, be- 
ginning to spin cotton and manofacttire for themselves, to cut us out of 
this market and then out of that V^ Sad news indeed, but irremediable ; 
bj no means the saddest news. The saddest news is, that we should find 
our National Existence, as I sometimes hear it said, depend on selling manu- 
factured cetton at a farthing an ell cheaper then any other People. A most 
narrow stand for a great nation to base itself on ! A stand wnich, with all 
tho Corn-law Abrogations conceivable, I do not think will be capable of 
•ndoring. 

My friends, suppose we quitted that stand ; suppose we came hoaesUy 
down from it, and said, "This is our minimum of cotton-prices. We care 
not, for the present, to make cotton any cheaper. Do you, if it seem so 
blessed to you, make cotton cheaper. Fill your lungs with cotton- fuz, your 
hearts with copperas-fumes, with rage and mutiny ; become ye the general 
gnomes of Europe, slaves of the lamp !" I admire a nation which fan- 
cies it will die if it do not undersell all other nations, to the end of the 
world. Brothers, we will cease to undeneW them ; we will be content to 
s^tia/-sell them ; to be happy, selling equally with them ! I do not see the 
use of underselling them. Cotton-cloth is already two-pence a yard or 
lower ; ancl yet bare backs were never more numerous among us. Let 
mventive men cease to spend their existence incessantly contriving how 
cotton can be made cheaper ; and try to invent, a little, how cotton at its 
present cheapness could be somewhat justlier divided among us ! Let m- 
▼entive men consider Whether the Secret of this Universe, and of Man*8 
Life there, does, after all, as we rashly fancy it, consist in making money t 
There is One God, just, supreme, almighty : but is Mammon the name of 
him ? With a Hell which means *' Failing to make money," I do not think 
there is any Heaven possible that would suit one well *, nor so much as an 
Earth that can be habiuble long ! In brief, all this Mammon-Gospel of 
Supply-and-demand, Competition, Laissez-faire, and Devil take the hindmost, 
begins to be one of the shabbiest Gospels ever preached on Earth ; or alto- 
gether the shabbiest. Even with Dilettante partridge- nets, and at a horrible 
expenditure of pain, who shall regret to see the entirely transient, and at 
best somewhat dispicable life strangled out of it ? At the best, as we say, 
a somewhat dispicable, unvenerable thing, this same " Laissez-faire ;'* and 
now, at the worsts fast growing an altogather detestable one ! 

'* But what is to be done with our manufacturing population, with oar 
agricultural, with our ever-increasing population 1" cry many. Ay, whati 
Manv things can be done with them, a hundred things, and a thousand 
things — had we once got a soul, and begun to try. This one thing, of doing 
for them by *' underselling all people," and filling our own bursten pockets 
and sppetites by the road ; and turning over all care for any " population," or 
humHu or divine consideration except cash only, to the winds, with a '* Lais- 
sez-faire" and the rest of it: this is evidently not the thing. ** Farthing 
cheaper per yard :" no great nation can stand on the apex of such a pyra- 
mid ; screwing iuelf higher and higher ; balancing itseif on its great-toe ! 
Can England not subsist without being above all people in working 1 Eng- 
land never deliberately purposed such a thing. If England work better 
than all people, it shall be well. England, like an honest worker, will work 
as well as she can ; and hope the gods may allow her to live on that basis* 
Laissez-faire and much else being once well dead, how many 'MmpoMible" 
will become possible ! They are ** impossible," as cotton-cloth at two-pence 
an ell was — till men set about making it. The inventive genius of great 
JEog}and will not for ever sit patient with mere wheels and pmions, bowinay 
Btnpat and billy-roHert whirring in the head of it. The inventive genius of 
England ia not a Beaver *s, or a Spinner'a, oi S^v^ex'a ^ctona*. \&Va% 91«ii*a 
gmiiua, I hope, with a God over hiia \ 
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6dpply-aiid-demaDd 1 One begins to be weary of such work. LeaT6 all 
to egoram, to raYenous greed of money, of pleasure, of applause : it is the 
^ Grospel .of Despair I Man w a Patent Dieester, then : only give him Free- . 
trade, Free digestiug-room ; and each of us digest what be can come at, 
leaving the rest to Fate ! My unhappy brethren of ihe Working Mammon* 
ism, my unhappier brethren of the Idle Dilettantism, no world was ever 
held together in that way for long. A world of mere Patent Digesters will 
soon have nothing to digest ; such world ends, and by Law of Nature 
most end, in *' over-population ;*' in howling universal famine, " impossibili- 
ty," and suicidal madness, as of endless dog-kennels run rabid. Supply- 
■nd-demand shall do its full part, and Free- trade shall be free as air ; thou of 
the shot- belts, see thou forbid it not, wiib those paltry, worse than ** Mam- 
monish " swindleries and Sliding- scales of thine, which are seen to be swin- 
dleries for all thy canting, which in times like ours are very scandalous to see ! 
And Trade never so well frped, and all Tariffs settled or abolished, and Sup- 
ply-and-demand in full operation — let us all know that we have yet do^e no- 
thing ; that we have merely cleared the ground for doing. 

Yes, were the Corn-laws ended to-morrow, there is nothing yet ended ; 
Uiere is only room made for all manner of things beginning. The Corn-laws 
gODtf, and Trade made free, it is as good as certain this paralysis of indu»- 
tnr will pass away. We shall have another period of commercial enterprisOf 
of victory and prosperity ; during which it is likely much money will again 
be made, and aU the people may, by the extant methods, still for a space of 
y^ars be kept alive and physically fed. The strangling band of Famine \ 
will be loosened from our necks *, we shall have room again to breathe ; 
time to bethink ourselves, to repent and consider ! A precious and thrice- 
precious space of years ; wherein to struggle as for life in reforming our. 
loul ways ; in alleviating, instructing, regulating our people ; seeking, as for 
life, that something like spiritual food be imparted them, some real govern- 
ance and guidance be provided them ! It will be a priceless time. For 
our new period or paroxysm of commercial prosperity will and can, on the 
old methods of " Competition and Devil take the hindmost,** prove but a 

Kroxysm : a new paroxysm — likely enough, if we do not use it better, to 
our iasL In this, of itself, is no salvation. If our Trade in twenty years^ 
'* flourishing** as never Trade flourished, could double itself; yet then also, I 
by the old ^issez-faire method, our Population is doubled : we shall then be| 
at we are, only twice as many of us, twice and ten times as unmanageable ! I 

All this dire misery, therefore ; all this of our poor Workhouse Workmen, 
of our Chartisms, Trades-sttikes, Corn- laws, Toryisms, and the general 
down-break of Laissez-faire in these days — may we not regard it as a voice 
' from the dumb bosom of Nature, saying to us. Behold ! Supply-and-demand 
is not the one Law of Nature ; Cash-payment is not the sole nexus of man 
with man — how far from it ! Deep, far deeper than Supply-and-demand, 
are I^aws, Obligations sacred as Man's Life itself: these also^ if you will 
continue to do work, you shsll now learn and obey. He that will learn 
them, bfhold Nature is on his side ; he shall yet work and prosper with no- 
ble rewards. He that will not learn them, Nature is against him : he shall 
not be shle to do work in Nature's empire — not in hers. Perpetual mutiny, 
centention, hated, isolation, execration shall wait on his footsteps, till all 
men discern that the thing which he attains, however golden it look or be, 
is not success, but the want of success. 

Bupply-and-demand^ alas ! For what noble work was there ever yet 
any audible ** demand *' in that poor sense ? The man of Macedonia, speak- 
ing in vision to an Apostle Pad, ** Come over and help us,*' did not speci- 
fy what rate of wages he would give ! Or was the CVvi\avSA.Ti '^jiX\^^'<^ \\.v^ 
mceompYmhed by Prise-Essays, Bridgewaler Be.tYae^U^ %.tv^ %. *''' tisc«v\B».Ttt. tA. 
Four UwuBand Awe hondred a year V No defaaiidi i^msX \ \s«w^ ^ ^«« 
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made then, audible in any Laboar-market, Manchester Chamber of Com- 
merce, or other the like emporium and hiring establishment ; silent were all 
. these from any whisper of saeh demand ; powerless were all these to ** sop- 
]dy " it, had the demand been in thunder and earthquake, with gold Eldora* 
doe and Mahometan Paradises for the reward. Ah me, into what waste 
latitudes, Jn this Time- Voyage, have we wandered ; like Adyentnrous Sind- 
bads ; where the men go about as if by galvanism, with meaningless glaring 
oyes, and have no soul, but only a beaver- faculty and stomach! Tw hag- 
gard despair of Cotton-factory, Coal-mine operatives, Chandos Farm-laboar- 
ers, in these days, is painful to behold ; bnt not so painful, hiddbus to tho 
inner sense* as that brutish god -forgetting Profit-and-Loss Philosophy and 
Life-theory which we hear jangled on all hands of -us, in senate-hoaset^ 
spouting-clubs, leading-articles, pulpita, and platforms, everywhere as tb* 
ultimate Gospel and candid Plain-English of Man*s Life, from the tbroata 
and pens and thoughts of all but all men ! 

Enlightened Philosophies, like Moliere Doctors, will tell you : ** Entho- 
■iasms, Self-sacrifice, Heaven, Hell, and such-like : yes, all that was tme 
enough for old stupid times ; all that used to be true : but we have changed 
all that, notu avons changi tout tela /" Well ; if the heart he got roond 
now into the right side, and the liver to the left ; if man have no heroism 
in him deeper than the wish to eat, and in his soul there dwell now no 
Infinite of Hope and Awe, and no divine Silence can become impermtifs 
because it is not Sinai Thunder, and no tie will bind if it be not that of 
Tyburn gallows-ropea — then verily you have changed all that ; and for it^ 
and for you, and for me, behold, the Abyss and nameless Annihilation if 
ready. So scandalous a beggarly Universe deserves, indeed, nothing else ; I 
cannot say f would save it from Annihilation. Vacuum, and the serene Blue, 
will be much handsomer ; easier too for all of us. I, for one, decline living aaa 
Patent-Digester. Patent-Digester, Spinning-Mule, Mayfair Clothes-Horst : 
many thanks, but your Chaos-ships will have the goodness to excuse me ! 



CHAPTER X. 

PLUOSON OF VNDBRSHOT. 

Onb thing f do know : Never, on this Earth, was the relation of man to 
man long carried on by Caah-Payment alone. If at any time a philosophy 
of Laissez-faire, Competition, and Supply-and-demand .start up as the 
exponent of human relations, expect that it will soon end. 

Such philosophies will arise : for man*s philosophies are uaoally the 
" supplement of his practice,** some ornamental Logic-varnish, some outer 
skin of Articulate Intelligence, with which he strives to render his dumb 
Instinctive Doings presentable when they are done. Such philosophies will 
arise ; be preached as Mammon-Gospels, the ultimate Evangel of Um 
World ; be believed, with what is called belief, with much superficial blot- 
ter, with a kind of ahallow satisfaction real in ils way : but they are ominous 
gospels ! They are the sure, and even swift, forerunner of great changes. 
Expect that the old System of Society is done, is dying and fallen into do* 
tage, when it begins to rave in that fashion. Most Systems that I hairo 
watched the death of, for the last three thousand years, have gone just so. 
The Ideal, the True and Noble that was in them having faded out, and 
nothing now remaining but naked Egoism, vulturous Greediness, they can- 
not live ; they are bound and inexorably ordained by the oldest Destinies, 
Mothers of the Universe, to die. Curious enough : they thereupon, as I 
have pretty generally noticed, devise some light comfortable kind of ** wine* 
and-walnuts philosophy " for themselves, this of Supply-and-demand or 
Maotb^r; and keep saying, during hoora of mastication and mminaiioii. 
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wliieh ibey call boon of meditation : " Sool, take thy ease, it is all vfdl tiut 
thou art a vuitore^soal ;V and pangs of disaolution^tome upon tbem, oftenetfe 
before tbey are awiqre ! 

. Cash-payment ne? er was or could* except for a few years, be the union- 
bond of man to man. Cash never yet paid one man fully his deserts to 
another ; nor coaid it, nor can it, now or henceforth to the end of the world. 
I invite his Grace of Castle- Rackrent to reflect on this ; does he think that 
a Land Aristocracy when it becomes a Land Auctioneership can have long 
to live 1 Or that Sliding-scaiee will increase the vital stamina of it t The 
indomitabls Plugson too, of the respected Firm of Plugson, Hunks, and^ 
Company, in St. Dolly Undershot, is invited . to reflect on this ; for to him 
also It will be new, perhaps even newer. Book-keeping by double entry 
ia admirable, and records several things in an exact manner. But the 
Mother-Destinies also keep their Tablets ; in Heaven*s Chancery also there 
goes on a recording ; and things, as my Moslem friends say, are " written 
on the iron leaf." 

Your Grace and Plugson, it ia like, go to Church occasionally : did yoa 
never in vacant moments, with perhaps a dull parson droning to you, glance 
into your New Testament, and the cash-account suited four times over, by 
a kind of quadruple entry — in the Four Gospels there ? I consider that a 
cash-Accoont and balance-statement of work done and wages paid worth 
attending to: Precisely s%ick, though on a smaller scale, go on at all mo* 
Bents under thi^ Son ; and the statement and balance of them in the Plug* 
•on Ledgers and on the Tablets of Heaven*a Chancery are discrepant 
exceedingly ; which ought really to teach, and to have long since taught* 
an indomitable common>sense Plugson o\ Undershot, much more an unat- 
tackable tmcommon-sense Grace of Rackrent,. a thing or two ! In brief^ 
we ahall have to dismiss the Cash-Gospel rigorously into its own place ; we 
•hall have to know, on the threshold, that either there is some infinitely 
deeper Gospel, subsidiary, explanatory and daily and hourly corrective, to 
the Cash one ; or else that the Cash one itself and all others are fast travel- 
ling! 

For all human things do require to haTO an Ideal in them ; to have some 
Soul in them, as we said, were it only to keep the Body onputrefied. And 
wonderful it is to see how the Ideal or Soul, place it in what ugliest Body 
you may, will irradiate aaid Body with its own nobleness ; will gradually, 
incessantly mould, modify, new-form or reform said ugliest Body, and make 
it at last beautiful, and to a certain degree divine ! Oh, if you could de- 
throne that Brute-god Mammon, and put a Spirit-god in his place ! One 
way or other, he must and will have to be dethroned« 

Fighting, for example, as I often say to myself. Fighting with steel murder- 
tools is surely a much uglier operation than Working, take it how you wilL 
Yet even of Fighting, in religious Ahbot Samson*s days, see what a Feu- 
dalism there hiS grown — a ** glorious Chivalry," much besung down to the 
piesent day. Was not that one of the ** impos&iblest " things 1 Under the 
•ky is no uglier spectacle than two men with clenched teeth and bell- fire 
eyes hacking one another'a flesh ; converting precious living bodies and 
priceless living souls into nameless masses of putrescence, useful only for 
turnip-manure. How did a Chivalry ever come out of that ; how anything 
that was not hideous, scandalous, infernall It will be a question worth 
considering by and by. 

I remark, for the present, only two things : first, that the Fighting itself 
was not, as we rashly suppose it, a Fighting without cause, but more or len 
with cause. Man is created to fight ; he is perhaps best of all definable aa 
a born soldier ; his Ufe " a battle and a march" under the right General. 
It ia for ever indispensable for a msn to fight : now with Necessity, with 
Barrenness, Scardly, with Puddles, Bogs, tangled Forests, unkempt Cotton; 

10 
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BOW alfo with the hallaeinatioiM of his poor fellow Moh. ftaHocinatory 
TkioDs rise in the head of my poor fellow-man ; make him claim orer me 
rights which are not his. Al! fighting, as we noticed long ago, is the dusty 
conflict of strengths each thinking itself the strongest, or, in other woids, 
the justest ; of Mights which do in the long-run, and for ever will in this josi 
Universe in> the long-ran, mean Rights. In conflict the perishable part of 
tbemi- beacen sufficiently, fliee off into dust : this process ended, appeals the 
■nperiebable, the true, and exact. 

And now let us remark a second thing ^ bow, in these baleful operattons^ 
% noble devout -hearted Chevalier will comfort himself, and an ignoble god* 
less Bucanier and Choctaw Indian. Victory is the aim of each. Bat 
deep in the heart of the noble man it lies- for ever legible, that, as an Invisible 
Jost God made him, so will and must 6od*s Justice and this only, were it nevor 
00 invisible, ultimately prosper in all controversies and enterprises and battles 
whatsoever. When an Influence ; ever-present — like a Soul in the mdest 
Caliban of a body ; like a ray of Heaven, and illuminative creative /W- 
Xttx, in the wastest terrestrial Chaos I Blessed divine Influence ; traee- 
able even in the horror of Battlefields and garinonu rolled in* blood : how 
it ennob4e»even the Battlefield ; and, in place of a Ghoetaw Massacre, Hiakes 
it a Field of Honouf ! A Battlefield too is great. Considered well, it 
is a kind of Quintessence of Labour ; Labour distilled into its ntnttost 
eencentration ; the significance of years of it compressed into an hoor. 
Here too thou shalt be strong, and not in muscle only, if then wooldst pre* 
Tail. Here too thou shalt be strong of heart, noble of aoul : thou slult 
dread no pain or death, thou shait not love ease or life ; in rage, thou shalt 
remember mercy, justice ; thoo sbak be a Knight and not a Choctaw, ii 
thou wouldst prevail ! It is the rulis of all battles, against hallucinating 
DbUow Men^ against unkempt Cotton, or whatsoever iMttles they may be 
which a man in this world has to fight. 

Henvel- Da:vie8 dyes.tk* West ludian Seas with blood, piles his decks with 
phindler, appvoves himself the ezpertest Seaman, the danngest Sea- fighter : 
but be gains no lasting victory — lasting victory is not possible tor him. Not» 
had he fleeto larger than the combined British Navy all united with him in 
bucaniering. He, once for all, cannot prosper in his duel. He sirikee 
down his man : yes; but bis man, or bis man's representative, baa no no- 
tion to lie struck down ; neitherrtheueh slain ten times, will he keep so lying ; 
nor has the Universe any notion telieep him so lying ! 0» the contrary, 
the Universe and he have, at all moments, all manner of motives to sUrt up 
again, and desperately fight again. Yoov Napoleon is flung out, at last, to 
St. Helena ; the latter end of him sternly compensating the beginning. 
The Bucanier strikes down a man, a hundred or a million men : but what 

Srofits it 1 He has one enemy never te be struck down ; nay, two'cnomies : 
[ankind and the Maker of Men. On the great scale or on the email, in 
Aghting of men or fitting of difliiculties, 1 will not embark my vontnie 
with Howel Davies : it is not the Bucanier — it is the Hero only that onn 
vain victory, that can do more than Meem to succeed. These thtngs wiH 
dopervA meditating ^ for they apply to all battle and soldiership, all struggle 
end effort whatsoever iu this Fight of Life. It is a poor Gospel, Cash-Uee- 
pel, or whatever name it have, that does not, with clear tone, uncontradic- 
table, carrying conviction to all hearts, for ever keep men in mi^d of these 
thinffs. 

Unhappily, my indomiuUe friend Plugsen of Undershot has, in a greet 

degree, forgotten them ; aa, alas, all the world has ; as, alaa, oor very 

Dukea and Soul* Overseers have, whose special trade it waa to remember 

iAem ! Hence these tears — Plugson, who haa indomiubly apun CiKton 

merely to gain chousanda of peoiids, \ have \o caW aa ^«v ^^^ckhV^t mod 

Cboeia w^ tUI there coom something betUT, atj]i\ moie VutaiiwAait^n Vi<wn^ 
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Hii hondrad TbooMnd-poond Notes, if there be notbiog other, are to me 
bat u the hundred Soalpe in a Choctaw wigwam. The blind Plugson : he 
was a Captata of Indastry, born member of the Ultimate genuine Aristo- 
cracy of this Universe, could he have known it ! These thousand men that 
span and toiled round him, they were a regiment whom he had enlisted, 
man by Bian ; to make war on a very ^noine enemy : Barrenness of back, 
and disobedient Cotton- fibre, which will not, unless forced to it, consent to 
cover bare backs. Here b a most genuine enemy, over whom all creatures 
will wish him victory. He enlisted his thousand men ; said to them, *'Como, 
brothers, lee us have a dash at Cotton !*' - They follow with cheerful shoot ; 
they gam euckm victory over Cotton as the Earth has to admire and ckp 
haods at : but, alas, it is yet only of the Bucanier or Chootaw sort — at 
flood as no victory ! Foolish Plugson of St. Dorcas Undershot : does he 
hope to become illustrious by hanging up the scalps in his wigwam, the 
hoiidred thousands at his banker's, and saying. Behold my scalps I Whj, 
Plugson, even thy own host is all in mutiny : Cotton is conquered ; but the 
** bare backs *'«-4ure worse covered than ever ! Indomitable Plugson, thoa 
must cease to be a Choctaw ; thou and others ; thou thyself, if no other ! 

Did William the Norman Bastard, or any of his Taillefers, Jroncutten^ 
manage so t Ironcutter, at the end of the campaign, did not turn off his 
thousand fighters, but said to them : ** Noble fighters, this is the land wb 
iiave gained ; be I Jjord in it — what we will call iiaio-imird,maintniner and 
keeper of Heaven's Lawe ? be I Law-ward, or in brief orthoepy JjOrd in it, 
and be ye Loyal Men around me in it ; and we will stand by one another, 
as soldiers around a capiain, for again we shall have need of one another !'* 
Plugson, bucanier-like, says to them : ** Noble spinners, this is the Hundred 
Thousand we have gained, wherein I mean to dwell and plant vineyards ; 
the hundred thousand is mine, the three and sixpence \laily was yours : 
adieu, noble spinnevs ; drink my health with this groat each, which I give 
you over and above !" The entirely unjust Captain of Industry, say I ; 
DOt Chevalier, but Bucanier ! '* Commercial Law '* does indeed acquit 
him ; asks, with wide eyes. What else \ So too Howel Davies asks, Was 
it not according to the atrictest Bucanier Custom t Did 1 depart in. any jot 
Qt tittle from the Laws of the Bucaniers 1 

After all, money, as they say, is miraculous. Plugson wanted viotoiy:; 
as Chevaliers and Bucaniers, and all men alike do. He found money re- 
cognis«^, by the whole world with one assent, as the true symbol, exact 
equivalent and synonym of victory ; and here we have him, a ^rim-browed, 
indomitable Bucanier, coming home to us with a ** victory,*' which the whole 
world is eeaeing to clap hands at ! The whole world, taught somewhat 
impressively, is beginning to recognise that such victosy is but half a victory ; 
and that now, if it please the Powers, we must — have the other half ! 

Money is miraculous. What miraculous facilities has it yielded, will it 

2ield us; but also what never- imagmed confusions, obscurations has it 
rought in ; down almost to total extinction of the moral-sense in large 
masses of mankind ! ** Protection of property," of what .is *'.fluiif," meant 
with most men protection of money, the thing which, had I a thousand pad- 
locks over it, is least of all mine : i^ in m uiannar, scarcely worth calling 
nme ! The symbol •hall tw bnld sacred, defended everywhere with tip- 
ttavM, rofiet, and gibbits ; the thing signified shall be composedly cast to tha 
dogs. A human being who has worked with human beings clears all scores 
with them, cuts himself with triumphant completeness for ever loose from 
them, by paying down certain shillings aiui pounds. Was it not the wages 
I promised you ! There they are, to the last sixpence — according to tha 
Laws of the Bucaniers ! Yes, indeed ; and at such times it beeotoaa 
impenUOfly oacassarv to ask all persons, bYicaiv\«.x% %\A qi^«v%> NK>Mi^RR. 
tbM0 same r—p^ctm^ Laws, of tbe Bucmubii «i« mvXXMk. oia^^^^ tMsniA. 
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Heavens at all, on the inner Heart of Man K,9^ or on the retpeetabfe 
Bucanier Log-book merely, for the conTenience of bucaniering merely 1 
'What a qaestion ; whereat Westminster Hall shudders to its driest paieh- 
ment ; and on the dead wigs each particular horse*hair stands on end ■! 

The Laws of Laissez-faire, O Westminister, the laws of industrial Ga|^ 
tain and industrial Soldier, how much more of idle Captain and indnstnal 
Soldier will need to be remodelled, and modified, and rectified in a hun- 
dred and a hundred ways, and Tiot in the Sliding-scale direction, but in the 
totally opposite one ! With two million industrial Soldiers already sitting 
in Bastilles, and five million pining on potatoes, roethinks Westaiinster 
cannot begin too soon ! A man has other obligations laid on him, in €hid*s 
Univeise, than the payment of cash : these also Westminster, if it will 
continue to exist and have board wages, must contrive to take some charge 
of: by Westminster or by another, Uie most and will be taken charge (k; 
be, with whatever difficulty, got articulated, got enforced, and, to a certam 
approximate extent, put in practice. And, as I say, it cannot be too soon ! 
For Mammonism, left to itself, has b^ome Midas-eared ; and, with all its gold 
fQOuntains, sits starving for want of bread : and Dilettantism with its par> 
tridge-nets, in this extremely earnest Universe of ours, is playing somewhat 
too high a game. ** A man by the very look of him promises so much :** 
yes ; and by the rent-roll of him does he promise nothing 1 

Alas, what a business will this be, which our Continental friends, gropioff 
this long while somewhat absurdly about it, call *' Organization of Laboorv" 
which must be taken out of the hands of absurd windy persons, and put 
into the hands of wise, laborious, modest, and valiant men, to begin with it 
straightway : to proceed with it and succeed in it more and more, if En- 
rope, at any rate if England, is to continue habitable much longer. Look- 
ing ai the kind of most noble Corn-law Dukes or Practical Duces we have, 
and also of right reverend Soul-Overseers, Christian Spiritual Duces ** on 
a minimum of four thousand five hundred," one*s hopes are a little chilled. 
Courage, nevertheless ; there are many brave men in England ! My ind^* 
aitable Plugson — nay, is there not even in thee some hopel Thou ait 
hitherto a Bucanier, as it was written and prescribed for thee by an evil 
world : but in that grim brow, in that indomitable heart which can conquer 
Cotton, do there not perhaps lie other ten times itobler conqnests 1 



CHAPTER Xr. 

LABOUR. 

For there is a perennial nobleness, and even saeredness, in Work. Were 
he never so benighted, forgetful of his high calling, there is always hope in 
a man that actually and earnestly works : in Idleness alone is there perpe- 
tual despair. Work, never so Mammonish, mean, is in communication with 
Nature ; the real desire to get Work done will itself lead one m^re and 
more to troth, to Nature*s appointments and regulations, which are troth. 

The latest Gospel in this workl is. Know thy work and do it. «* Know 
thvself:'* long enougWhan that ooor **w»lf'»of thine tormented thee; thou 
wilt never get to *» know " it, I bcliovfl ! Think it nut thy business, this of 
knowing thyself; thou art an unknowable individual : know what thou cunt 
work at, and work at it like a Hercules ! That will be thy better plan. 

It has been written, ** an endless significance lies in Work ;** a roan per- 
fects himself by working. Foul jungl<fs are cleared away, ^ir seed-fielda 
rise instead, anid stately cities ; and withal the man himself first ceases ta 
be a jangle and foul unwholesome desert thereby. Consider how, even in the 
meanest sorts of Labour, the whole touV ot a man Vi cow^kma^ voaA^kimi 
^reml batmony the instant hm tetabimaaU xo woa^V DfiNte^\Mx%v^M<-. 
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tow, RemoTse, IndigDation, Despair itself, all these like hell-dogs He bele*- 
ffoeriuff the sool of the poor day worker, as of every man ; hot he bends 
Eiinsel? with free valour against his task, and all these are stilled, all these . 
shrink lourmaring far off into their caves. The man is now a man. The 
blessed glow of Labonr in him, is it not as purifying fire wherein all poison 
is burnt up, «od.of sour smoke itself there is made bright blessed flame ! 

Destiny, on the whole, has no other way of cultivating us. .A formless 
chaos, once set it revolvingt grows round and ever rounder ; ranges itself, 
by mere force of gravity,. into strata, spherical courses ; is no longer a chaos, 
but A round compacted World. What would become of the earth did she 
cease to revolve 1 In the poor old Earth, so long as she revolves, all in- 
equalities, irregularities disperse themselves ; all irregularities are inces- 
santly becoming regular. Hast thou looked on the Potter's wheel, 
one of the venerablest object— old as the Prophet Ezekiel, and far older 1 
Rude .lumps of clay, how they spin themselves up, by mere quick whirling, 
into beautiful circular dishes. And fancy the most assiduous Potter, but 
without his wheel ; reduced to make dishes, or rather amorphous botches, 
•by mere kneeding and baking! Even such a Potter were Destiny with a 
buman soul that would rest and lie at ease, that would not work and spin ! 
Of an idle unrexplvjng man, the kindest Destiny, like the most assiduous 
Potter without wheel, cau bake: and knead nothing other than a ^oich ; let 
her spend on him what expensive colouring, what gilding and enamelling she 
will, he is but a botch. Not a dish; no, a bulging, kneaded, crooked, 
shambling, squint-cornered amorphous botch — a mere enamelled vessel of 
dishonour ! Let the idle think of this. 

Blesse^ is he who has found his work ; let him ask no other blessedness. 
Heliss a work, a Life-purpose ; he has found it, and will follow it ! How^ 
AS a free-flowing channel, dug and torn by noble force through the sour 
mud-swamp of one's existence, like an ever-deepening river there, it runs 
and flows ; drainiqg.off the. sour festering water, gradually from the root of 
the remotest jprass- blade ,. making, instead of pestilential swamp,* a green 
fruitful meadow, with its clear-flowing stream. How blessed for the mea^ 
dow itself, let the stream and its value be great or small ! Labour is Life : 
from the inmost heart of the Worker rises hb god-given Force, the sacred 
celestial Life-essence breathed into him by Almighty God ; from his io- 
most heart awakens him to all nobleness— to all knowJedge, " self-know- 
ledge," and much else, so soon as Work. fitly begins. Knowledge? The 
Knowledge that will hold good in working, cleave thou to that ; Tor Nature 
herself accredits that, says Yea to that. iProperly thou hast no other 
knowledge but what thou hast got by working ; the rest is yet all a hypothe- 
' sis of knowledge, a thing to be arffued.of in schools, a thingfloating in the 
clouds, in endless losic- vortices, till we try it and fix it. ** Doubt of what- 
ever kind can be ended by Action alone." 

And again hast thou valued Patience, Courage, Perseverance, Openness 
to light ; resdiness to own thyself mistaken, to do better next time ! All 
these, all virtues, m wrestling with the dim brute powers of Fsct, in order- 
ing of thy fellows, in such wrestle, there and elsewhere not st all, thou wilt 
continually learn. Set down a brave Sir Christopher in the middle of black 
ruined Stone-heaps, of foolish unarchitectural Bishops, redtape Officials, idle 
Nell-Gwyn Defenders of the Faith, and see whether he will ever raise s 
PanPs Cathedral out of all that, yea or no ! Rough, rude, contradictory 
are all things and persons, from the mutinous masons and Irish hodmen, up 
to the idle Nell-Gwyn Defenders, to blustering redtape Ofllicials, foolisD 
unarchitectaral Bishops. All these things and persons nre there.not Tor 
Christopher's sake and his Cathedrars ; they are there for their own sake 
m^inlv ! Christopher will have to coiK\neT «tw\ coiA\xi\fk t?\ ^«»%— \V \^ 
ite Mbfe. All these ere against him. EiquHib\« l^sAxkx^ Va(iisJ^^>« «aw«k 
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lier mathematics and architectonics, not on the face of her, hot deep in th« 
hidden heart of her — Nature herself is but partially for him ; will be wholly 
against him, if he constrain her not ! His very money, where is it to come 
from 1 The pious munificence of Englartd lies far-scattered distant, onahle 
to speak, and say *' I am here ;" must be spoken to before it can speak. 
Pious munificence, and all help, is so silent, invisible, like the gods ; im- 
pediment, coniradictions manifold are so loud and near! Oh, braTe Sir 
Christopher, trust thou in those notwithstanding, and front all these ; mi- 
derstand all these, by valiant patience, noble effort, insight, by man*s strength, 
vanquish and compel all these — and, on the whole, strike down victoriously 
the last topstone of that PauPs Edifice ; thy monument for certain centuriep, 
the stamp *' Great Man " impressed very legibly on Portland-stone there ! 

Ye»« all manner of help, and pious response from Men or Nature, is al- 
ways what we sail silent ; cannot speak or come to light till it be seen, till 
it be spoken to. Every noble work is at first " impossible." In very troth, 
for every noble work the possibilities will lie diffused through Immensity ; 
inarticulate, undiscoverable except to faith. Like Gideon, thou shalt spread 
out thy fleece at the door of thy tent ; see whether under the wide arch oi 
Heaven there be any bounteous moisture, or none. Thy heart and life- 
purpose shall be as a miraculous Gideon's fleece spread out in silent appeal 
to Heaven ; and from the kind Immensities, what from the poor ankind 
Localities and town and country parishes there never could, blessed dew- 
moisture to suffice thee shall have fallen I 

Work is of a religious nature : work is of a brave nature ; which it is 
the aim of all religion to be. " All work of man is as the swimmprs : a 
waste ocean threatens to devour him ; if he front it not bravely, it will keep 
Its word. By incessant wise defiances of it, lusty rebuke and buffet of it, 
behold how it loyally supports him, bears him as its conqueror along. *' It 
is so," says Goethe, " with all things that man undertakes in this world.** 

Brave Sea-Captain, Norse Sea-King — Columbus, my hero, royallest Sea- 
King of all ! it is no friendly environment this of thine in the waste deep 
waters ; around thee mutinous discouraged souls, behind thee disgrace and 
ruin, before thee the unpenetrated veil of Night. Brother, these wild 
Water-Mountains, bounding from their deep bases, (ten miles deep, I am 
told,) are not entirefy there on thy behalf ! Meseems they have other work 
than floating thee forward : and the huge Winds, that sweep from Ursa 
Major to the Tropics and Equators, dancing their giant-waltz through the 
Kingdoms of Chaos and Immensity, they care little about filling rightly or 
filling wrongly the small shoulder-of-mutton sails in this cockle skiff of thine! 
Thou art not among articulate-speaking friends, my brother: thou art among 
immeasuiable dumb monsters, tumbling, howling wide as the world here. 
Secret, far off, invisible to all hearts but thine, there lies a help in them : 
see how thou wilt get at that. Patiently thou wilt wait till the mad South* 
wester spend itself, saving thyself by dexterous science of defence the 
while ; valiantly, with swift decision, wilt thou strike in, when the favour- 
ing East, the Possible, springs up. Mutiny of men thou wilt sternly repress ; 
weakness, despondency thou wilt cheerily encourage ; thou wilt swallow 
down complaint, unreason, weariness, weakness of others and thyself; how 
much wilt thou swallow down ! There shall be a depth of Silence in thee, 
deeper than this Sea, which is hut ten miles deep ; a Silence unsoiindable, 
known to God only. Thou shalt be a Great Man Yes, my World-Sol- 
dier, thou of the World Marine-Service — thou wilt have to be greater than 
this tumultuous unmeasured world here round thee is ; thou, in thy strong 
soul, as with wrestler^s shalt embrace it, harness it down ; and make it bear 
thee on — to New Americas, or whither God wills ! 
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CHAPTER XII. 

EIWikRD. 

** RiLTOioir," I said, for properly speaking all tme Work is Relifrion ; 
■and fvhatsoerer Religion is not work, may go and dwell among the Brah- 
mins, Antinomians, Spinning Dervishes, or where it will ; with me it shall 
have no harbour. Aamirable was that of the old Monks, ** Lahorare est 
Orare, Work is Worship." 

Older than all preached Gospels was this nnpreached, insrticulate, bnt 
ineradicable, for ever enduring Gospel ; Work, and therein have welUbeing. 
Man, Son of Earth and of Heaven, lies there not, in the innermost heart of 
thee, a spirit of active Method, a Force for work ; and bums like a pain- 
folly smouldering fire, giving thee no rest till thou unfold it, till thou write 
it down in beneficent Facts around thee ! What is immethodic, waste, thon 
shalt make methodic, regulated, arable— obedient and productive to thee. 
Wheresoever thou findest Disorider, there is thy eternal enemy ; attack him 
swiftly, snbdne him, make Order of him, the subject not of Chaos,, but of 
Intelligence, Divinity, and Thee ! The thistle that ffrows in thy path, dig 
it out, that a blade of useful grass, a drop of nourishing milk, may grow 
there instead. The waste Cotton-shrub, gather its waste white down, spin 
it, weave it — that, in place of idle litter, there may be folded webs, and the 
naked skin of man be covered. 

But above all, wl\en thou findest Ignorance, Stupidity, Brute-mindedness 
-—yes, there, with or without Church-tithes and shovel hat, with or without 
Talfourd-Mahon Copyrights, or were it with mere dungeons afid gibbets and 
crosses, attack it, I say, smite it wisely, unwearifidly, and rest not while 
thou livest and it lives, but smite, smite, in the name of God I The highest 
God, as I understand it, dops audibly so command thee ; still audibly, if 
thou have ears to hear. He, even He, with his unspoken voice, awfuller 
than any Sinai thunders or syllabled speech of Whirlwinds ; for the Silence 
of deep Eternities, of Worlds from beyond the morning-stars, does it not 
apeak to thee 1 The unborn Ages ; the old Graves with their long-moul- 
dering dust, the very tears that wetted it now all dry — do not these speak 
to thee what ear hath not heard t The deep Death- kingdoms, the stars in 
their never-resting courses, all Space and all Time, proclaim it to thee in 
continual silent admonition. Thou too, if ever man should, shalt work 
while it is called To-day. For the Night cometh wherein no man can work. 

All true work is sacred ; in all true Work, were it but true hand^ labour, 
there is something of divincness. Labour, wide as the Earth, has its sum- 
mit in Heaven. Sweat of the brow ; and up from that to sweat of the brain, 
sweat of the heart, which includes all Kepler calculations. Newton medita- 
tions, all Sciences, all spoken Epics, all acted Heroisms, Martyrdoms — op 
to that ** Agony of bloody sweat,** which all men have called divine ! Oh, 
brother, if this is not *^ worship," then I say, the more piety for worship ; 
for this is the noblest thing yet discovered under God*s sky. Who art thou 
^at complaine«t of thy life of toil 1 Complain not. Look op, my wearied 
brother; see thy fellow Workmen there, in God*s Eternity ; surviving there, 
they alone surviving : sacred Band of the Immortals, celestial Body-guard 
of the Empire of Mankind. Even in the weak Human Memory they sur- 
▼ive- so long as saints, as heroes, as gods ; they alone surviving, peopling, 
they slone, the unmeasured solitudes of Timet To thee Heaven, thoo^ 
severe, is not unkind ; Heaven is kind — as s noble mother ; as that Spartan 
mother, saying, while she gave her son his shield, '* With it, my son, or 
npon it !*' Thou too shalt return home in honour — to thy far distant 
home in honour; doubt it not — if in the battle thoo keep thy shield! 
Thou, in the Eternities and deepest Death- kingdoms, art not an 
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alien ; thou everywhere art a denizen ! Complain not ; the rery Spartana 
did not complain. 

And who art thou that braggeat of thy Life of Idlenesa ; complacently 
d^igwest thy bright gilt equipagea ; aomptuoua cuabions ; appliancea for 
gilding of the handa to mere sleep 1 Looking up, looking down, around, 
behind or before, diacerneRt thou, if it be not in Mayfair alone, any idle hero,' 
aaint, God, or even devil 1 Not a vestige of one. In the Heavens, in the 
Earth, in the waters under the Earth, is none like onto thee. Thou art an 
original figure in this creation ; a denizen in Mayfair alone, in thia extraor- 
dinary Century or Half-century alone ! One monster there ia in the world : 
the idle man. What is his ** religion 1" That nature is a Phantasm, where 
cunning beggary or thievery may sometimes find good victual. That Grod 
ia a lie ; and that Man and his Life are a lie, Alas, alaa, who of us ta there 
that can say, I have worked 1 The faithfullest of us are unprofitable aer- 
vants ; the faithfullest of us know that best. The faithfullest of us may aay, 
with sad and true old Samuel, ** Much of my life baa-been trifled away !" 
But he that has, and, eicept ** on public oocasiona," professes to have, no 
function but that of going idle in a graceful or gracelesa manner, and of be- 
getting aona to go idle ; and to adcncess Chief Spinners and Diggers, who 
at least are spinning and digging, " Ye Scandaloua.persons who produce too 
much," My Corn-Taw friends, on what imaginary atili richer Eldoradoa^ 
and true iron-spikea with law of Gravitation, are ye rushing ! 

As to the Wages of work there might innumerable things be said ; there 
will and must yet innumerable things be said and spoken, in St. 8tepben*a 
and out of St Stephen's ; and gradually not a few things be ascertained 
and written, on Law*parchment, concerning this very matter : ** Fair day's 
wages for afair day's work *' is the most unrefusable demand ! Money-wagea 
" to the extent oif keeping your worker alive that he may work more ;'* 
these, unless you mean to dismiss him straightway out of this world, are 
indispensable alike to the noblest worker and to the least noble ! 

One thing only I will say here, in special reference to the former claaa, 
ihe noble and nobleat; but throwing light on all the other classes and their 
arrangements of this difficult matter : The wages of every noble work do 
yet lie in Heaven or else Nowhere* Not in &ank-«of-£ngland billa, in 
. Owen*a La|;K)ur-^n k. or any the most improved establishment of banking 
'-. iTMl money*cbiinging, needat thou, heroic soul, present thy account of 
earnings. Human iMinks, and labour banks know thee not ; or know thee 
after generations and centuries have paaaed away, ^nd thoa art clean gone 
from ** rewarding, "-^all manner of bsnk-drafta, ahop-tills, and Downing- 
•treet Exchequera lying very invisible, so far from thee ! Nay, at bottom, 
doat thou need any reward 1 Was it thy aim and lifo-purpoae to be filled 
with good things for thy heroism, to have a life of pomp and ease, and be 
what men call *' happy ** in this world, or in any other world ? I anawer 
for thee deliberately* No. The whole apiritual aecret of the new epoch 
lies in this, that thou canat answer for tbysel(^ with thy whole cleameaa 
of head and heart, deliberately. No ! 

My brother, the brave 'man baa to^ive hia life away. Give it, I advise 

thee ; thou doat not expect to sell thy Life in an adequate manner 1 What 

price, for example, would content thee t The just price of thy Lirs to thee 

—why, God*8 entire Creation to thyself, the whole Universe of Space, th« 

whole Eternity of Time, and what they hol<| ; that ia the price which would 

content thee ; that, and, if tboo wilt be candid, nothing abort of that ! It is 

thy all ; and for it thou wouldst have all. Thou art an uoreaaonable 

jBortal ; or rather thou art a poor infimle mortal, who, in thy narrow clay- 

primm here, seemut %o unreasonable ! Thou wilt never aell thy Life, or 

May pan of thy Lifdf in a aatiafaclory maimex. 0\n« *\\. \\\% a. xo^^mV ^ueMt ; 

^^ihe price be Kotimgi thoaluiaiUien9'ui«LC«i\auka«&a«^^xid&L\«i\x\ *\^yi 
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Iwroic man>— «nd is not every man, God be thanked, a potential hero 1 — ^haa 
to do so, in all times and circumstancea. In the moat heroic age, as in the 
moat onheroic. be wiH have to aay, aa Bnrna aaid proudly and hlimbly of 
his nttle Scottish Songs, little dew -drops of celestial Melody in an age when 
so moch was anroelodioua : ** By Heaven, they shall either be invalaableor 
of no value ; I do not need your guineas for them !*' It ia an element which 
should and mast enter deeply into all settlements of wages here below — 
They never will be ** satisfactory '* otherwise ; they cannot, Ob Mammon 
Gospel, they never can ! Money for my little piece of work ** to the 
extent that will allow me to keep working ;" yes, this — unless you mean 
that I ahall go my waya before the work ia all taken out of me ; but aa 
to " wages !*' 

On the whole, we do entirely agree with those old Monka Laborare eat 
Orare ; in a thousand senses, from one end of it to tlie other, true Work is 
Worship. He that works, whatsoever be his work, he bodies forth the 
form of Things Unseen ; a small Poet every worker is. The idea, were it 
but of his poor Delf Platter, how moch more of his Epic Poem, is as yet 
** seen,'* half seen, only by himself; to all others it is a thing unseen, 
impossible ; to Nature herself it is a thing unseen, a thing which never 
hitherto was ; very " impossible," for it is as yet a No-thing ! The Unseen 
Powers had need to watch over such a man ; he works in and for the Un- 
seen. Alas, if he look to the Seen Powers only, he may as well quit the 
bnsinesa ; his No-thing will never rightly issue as a Thing, but aa a Dea- 
ceptivity, a Sham-thing— which it had better not do ! 

Thy No-thing of an Intended Poem, Oh Poet who hast looked merely to 
reviewers, copyrights, booksellers, popularities, behold it has not yet become 
a thing — for the truth is not in it ? Though printed, hot-pressed, reviewed, 
celebrated, sold to the twentieth edition : what is all thati The thing, in 
{^ilosophical, uncommercial language, is still a No-thing, mostly semblance 
and deceptive of the right ; benign Oblivion incessantly gnawing at it, im- 
patient till Chaos to which it belongs do reabsorb it ! He who takes not 
counsel of the Unseen and Silent, from him will never come real visibility 
and speech. Thou must descend to the Mothers, to the Manes, and, 
Hercules-like, long suflfer and labour there, wouldst thou emerge with victory 
into the Sunlight. As in battle and the shock of war — for is not this a 
battle 1 thou too shalt fear no pain or death, shalt love no ease of life ; the 
voice of festive Lubberlands, the noise of Greedy Acheron shall alike lie 
silent under thy victorious feet. . Thy work, like Dante's, shall '' make thee 
lean for many years.'* The world and its wages, its criticisms, counsel, 
helps, impediments, shall be as a waste ocean flood : the chaos through which 
thou art to swim and sail. Not the waate waves and their weedy gulf- 
streams shalt thou take for guidance ; thy star alone — Se <k sef^i tua sieila I 
Thy star alone, now clear-beaming over Chaos — nay, now by fita gone l>ut, 
disaatrooaly eclipsed ; thus only shalt thou strive to follow. Oh, it is a 
business, aa 1 fancy, that of weltering your way through Chaoa and the 
mbrk of Hell ! (^reeo-eyed d.ragona watching f ou, three-headed Cer- 
beruses — not without sympathy of their sort ! *' Eccan Vuom cfi^i stato 
aW Inferno.** For in fine, as Poet Dryden says, you do walk hand in hand 
with aheer Madness, ail the way — who is by no means pleasant company ! 
you look 6xedly into Madness, and her undiscovered, boundless, bottomless 
Night Empire ; that you may extort new Wisdom out of it, as an Eury- 
dice from Tartarus. The higher the Wisdom the closer was its neighbour- 
hood and kindred with mere Insanity ; literally so — and thou wilt, with a 
speechless feeling, observe how highest Wisdom, struggling up into this 
world, has oftentimes carried such tinctures and adhesions of InaanU^ «!LvVl 
cleaving to it faitfaer ! 
^ All wotkm, eadi in thair degree, axe a ma\aii|( ol '^«dxybi» iwoa\ ^x^ 
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•nouffh a religious opeMtion, whickcRonot be carried An without religion, 
^ou nave not work otherwise ; you have eye-service, greedy graspinff of 
vages, awift and ever swifter manufecture of semblances to geti hold of 
wages. Instead of better felt-hats to cover year bead, you have bigger 
4ath -and -plaster hats set travelling the streets on wheels. lostnaa of 
heavenly and earthly Guidance for the souls of men, you harve ** Black or 
White SuRplice *' Oontroversies, stuffed hair and leather Popes ; terrestrial 
LatO'Wards^ Lords, -and Law-bringers, "organizing Labour *' in these yean 
by passing Corn-laws. With all which, alas, this distracted EUrth is now 
full — nigh to bursting. Semblances most smooth to the touch and eye ; 
most accursed, nevertheless, to body and soul. Semblances, be they of 
Sham- woven cloth or of Dilettante Legislation, which are iu)i real wo<4 
or substance, but Devirs dust accursed of God and Man ! No man has 
worked, or'can work, except religiously ; not even the poor day-labourer, 
the weaver of your coat, the sewer of your shoes. All men, if they work 
not as in a Great Taskmaster's eye, will work wrong, work unhappily for 
themselves and you. 

Industrial Work,, still under bondage to Mammon, the rationsl soul of it 
not yet awakened, is a tragic spectacle. Men in the rapidest motion and 
self-motion ; restless, with convulsive energy, as if driven by Galvaniaof, 
as if possessed 'by a Devil:; tearing asunder mountains — to no purpose, for 
Mammonism is always Midas-eared I This is sad, on the face of it. Yet 
courage: the beneficent Destinies, kind in their sternness, are apprising 
US that this cannot continue* Labour is not a devil, even while ^encased in 
Mammonism ; Labour is ever an imprisoned god, writhing unconsciously or 
consciously to escape out of Mammunism ! Plugson of Undershot, like Tail- 
lefer of Normandy, wants victory ; how much happier will even Plugson be 
to have a •Chivalrous victory than a Choctaw one 1 The unredeemed 
ugliness is thatof a slothful People. Show me a People energetically busy ; 
heaving, struggling, all shoulders at the wheel ; their heart pulsing, every 
muscle swellins with man's energy and will — I show you a People of whooa 
sreat good ia already predicable, to whom all manner of good is yet certaia 
if their energy>endure. By very woiking the will •learn ; tbey have, Antans- 
like, their foot on Mother Fact : how can thev but learn 1 

The vQigarest Plugson of a Master-worker, who can command workera 
and yet work out of them, is already a considerable man. Blessed and 
thrice-blessed symptoms I descern of Master- workers who are not vulgar 
men; who 'are Nobles, and begin to feel. that they must act as such: all 
•peed to these, they are England's hope st present ! But in this Plugaoo 
himself, conscious of almost no nobleness whatever, how much is there ! 
Not without man's faculty, insight, courage, hard energy, is this rogoed 
figure. His words none of the wisest ; but his actings cannot be altosemer 
foolish. Think how were it, stoodst thou suddenly in his shoes ! He has 
to command a thousand men. And not imaginary commanding; no, it ia 
real, incessantly practical. The «vil passions of so many men (with Uie 
Devil in them, as in aU ef osi) he has to vanquish ; by manifold force of 
speech and of silence, to repress or evade. What a force of silence, to 
say nothing of the others, is in Plugson ! For these his thousand men bo 
has to provide raw-material, machinery, arrangement, house-room; and 
over at the week's end, wages by due sale. No Civil-list or Gouldborn- 
Baring Budget has he to fall back upon, for paying of his regiment ; he has 
to pick his supplies from the confused face of the whule £»rth and Con- 
temporaneous History, b^ his own dexterity alone. There will be dry eyea 
if he fail to do it 1 He exclaims, at present, ** black in the face," near 
strangled with Dilettante Legislation : ** Let me have elbow-room, throat- 
itfom, and I will not fail ! No, I wiW ap\i\ ^e\, axi^ CQ!<M\^«t \\>&» ^ %\iuat: 
wAmi "sinewB of war " lie ia me, imioVd t««o\iic«a xo^nax^^^^^w^fMsx^ft. 
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this Planet, if, initead of hanging me, yon husband them and* help me !" 
My indomitable friend, it is true ; and thou shait and most be helped. 
' This is not a man I would kill and strangle by Corn-laws, even if I could ! 
No, I would flinff my Corn-laws and Slwt-belts to the Devil, and try to 
help this man. I would teach him by noble precept and law-precept, by 
noble example most of all, that Mammonism was not the essence of his 
or of my station in Gk>d*s Universe ; but the adsciticious ezcresence of it ; 
the gross terrene, godless imbodiment of it ; which would have to become, 
move or less, a gwUike one ! By noble real legislation;^ by true nobU*9- 
work, by unwearied, valiant, and were it wage-less effort, in my Parliament 
and in my Parish, I wouM aid, constrain, encourage him to effect more or 
less this blessed change. I should know that it would have to be effected ; 
that, unless it were in some measure efiected, he and I and all of us, I first 
and soonest of all, were doomed to perdition ! Effected it will be ; unless 
it were a Demon that made Uiis Universe; which I,, fer my own part, do 
at ik» moment, under no form, in 'the least believe. 

May it please year Serene Highnesses, your Majesliesy Lordships, and 
Law-wardshipSf the proper £}pic of this world is not now ** Arms and the 
Man," how much less "shirt-frills and the man :" No, it ia now **-Tool8 
and the Man :" that henceforth to all time is now our Epic ; andean, firat 
of ril others, I think were wise to take note of that. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

^ BKMOCRACT. 

Jp the Serene Highnessev and Majesties do net take note of that, then, 
aa I perceive, *' tkat ** will take note of itself ! The time for levity, insin- 
cerity, and idle babble and play-acting, in all kinds, is gone by ^ it is a serious, 
frave time. Old long-vexed questions, not yet solved in logical words oi 
parliamentary laws, are fast solving themselves in facts, somewhat upblesaed 
to behold ! Thia largest o( questiona, thia question of Work and Wages; 
which ought, had we heeded Heaven's voice, to have begun two genera- 
tions ago or more, cannot be delayed longer without hearing Earth'a voice. 
" Labour " will verily need to be somewhat ** organized,*' as they say-— 
God knows wkh what diflkolty. Man will actually need to have his debts 
and earnings a littte better paid by man ; which, let Parliament speak of them 
or be silent of them, sre eternally bis due from man, and cannot, without 
penalty and at length not without death penalty, be withheld. How much 
onght to cease among us straightway ; how much ought to begin straight* 
way, while the hours yet are ! 

Truly they are strange results to which this of leaving all to ** Cash ;*' 
of quietly shutting op the God*s Temple, and gradually opening wide-open 
the Mammon's Temple, ** Laissez-faire," and Every man for himself! have 
led us in these days ! We have Upper, speaking classes, who indeed do 
** speak *' as never man spake before; the withered flimsiness, the godless 
baseness and barrenneas of whose speech might of itself indicate what kind 
of Doing and practical Governing went on under it ! For Speech is the 
gaaeous element out of which most kinds of Prsctice and Performance, es- 
pecially all kinds of moral Performance, condense themselves and take 
shape ; as the one is, so will the other be. Descending, accordingly, into 
the Dumb Class m its Stockport Cellars and Poor-law Bastilles, have we 
not to announce that they also are hitherto unexampled in the History of 
Adam's Posterity 1 

Life was never a May-ffame for men ; in aH times the lot qC vVa ^^\sskv^ 
millions bom to toil was defaced with mani(o\A «&fSeT\Ti^^\TkY»>Ac«%Oc»"^^ 
kunhag, Mwaidabh and uDavotdabW *, not ^^ lit i^iXt Vyox ^ax^ ^^^^^aft> 
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made the sinews sore and the heart sore. As bond-slaTes, tiUani, 
sochemanni — nay, indeed, as dukes, earls, and Kings, men were ofientiin« 
made weary of their life ; i^ud had to say, in the sweat of their brow and 
of their soul, Behold, it is not sport, it is grim earnest, and our back can 
bear no more ! Who knows not what mass^crings and harryings there haite 
been ; grinding, long-continuing, unbearable injustices, till the heart had ttt 
rise in nisdness, and some ** Eu Sachsen ntmt/A euer Sachses, You Saximt, 
out with your Gally-knives, then.'* You Sazona, some ** arrestment," partial 
''arrestment of the Knaves and Dastards,** has become inidispensaUe ! Tha 
page of Dryasdust is heavy with such details. 

And yet I will venture to believe that in no time, since the beginnings of 
Society, was the lot of those same dumb millions of toilers so entirely n^ 
bearable as it is even in the days now passing over us. It is not to die, er 
even to die of hunger, that makes a man wretched ; many men have died ; 
all men must die ; the last ezit of us all is in a Fire Chariot of Pain. Baft 
it is to live miserable we know not why ; to work sore and yet gain nothiog ; 
to be heart-worn, weary, yet isolated, unrelated, girt in with a cold univef- 
sal Laiesex-faire : it is to die slowly all our life lonff, imprisoned in a deaf, 
dead Infinite Injustice — as in the accursed iron belly of a Phalaris Bull ! 
This is, and remains for ever, mtolerable to all men whom God has mada^ 
Do we wonder at French Revolutions, Chartisms, Revolts of Three Days I 
The times, if we will consider them, are really unexampled. 

Never before did I hear of an Irish Widow reduced to prove her of sisterhood 
by dying of typhus- fever and infecting ^* seventeen persons,** saying, in such 
undeniable way, *' You see, I was your sister !** Sisterhood, Brotherhood 
was often forgotten, but not till the rise of the^ltimate Mammon and Shot- 
belt Gospels did I ever see it so expressly denied. If no pious Loid or 
Idno-ward would remember it, always some pious Lady (** HUf-dig," Bd« 
Defect ress, " Loaf-giveress,** they say she is — blessipgs on 4ier t^aotilil 
heart !) was there, with mild mother voice and hand, to remember it ; eoaa 
pious thoughtful Elder, what we now call "Prester,'' PreslnfUr, or 
'* Priest," was there to put all men in mind of it, in the name of the God 
who had made all. 

Not even in Black Dahomy was it ever, I think, forgotten to the typhiu- 
fever length. Mongo Park, resoorceless, had sunk down to die under tho 
Negro Villafi^ Tree ; ahorrihle white object in the eyes of all. But in tlM 
poor Black Woman and her daughter who stood aghast at him, whose earthly 
wealth and funded capital consisted of one small calabash of rice, there lived 
• heart richer than '* Laissez-faire :** they, with a royal munificence, boiled 
their rice for him ; they sang all night to him, spinning assiduous on their 
cotton distaffs as he lay to sleep: *' Let us pity the poor white man; vm 
motfier has he to fetch him milk, no sister to grind him corn !'* Thou poor 
black Noble One— thou Lady too : did not a God make thee too ; was thera 
not in ihee too something of a God ! 

Gnrth, born thrall of Cedric the Saxon, has been greatly pitied by Diyaa* 

dust and others. Gorth, with the brass collar round his neck, tending Go* 

dric's pigs in the glades of the wood, is not what I call an exemplar of hunan 

felicity ; but Gorth, with the sky above him, with the free air and tinted 

boscagn and umbrage round him, and in him at least the certainty of suppar 

and social lodging when he came home— rGurth to me seems happy in com* 

parison with many a Lancishire and Buckinghamshire man of these daya 

not born thrall of anybody ! Gurth*s brass collar did not gall him ; Cedric 

deserved to be his Master. The pigs were Cedric's, but Gurth too would 

get his parings of them. Gurth had the inexpressible satisfaction of feelinf 

Simself related indissolubly, though \n a rude brass collar way, to bis lellow- 

moitala in this earth. He had auperioTs, inUivna, «(\\ll^». ^w>iu >» uow 

^emancipated *' long since ; haa what wa cali\ ^^Ij^ivf:^ \JteiX^Avi^ 



•o3d w m diviae tbiojir. Liberty, when it becomei the liberty to die by et«t> 
Vfttion, is not so divme ! 

Liberty ? The trae liberty of a man, yon would say, consisted in his find* 
ing out, or being forced to find oat, the right fMith, and to "walk therein. To 
learn or to t»e taoght what work he actually was able for, and then by per* 
mission, persoasioD, and even compulsioa, to set about doing x>f the same t 
That is his true blessednese, honour, liberty, and maximum of weU-being : 
if Hberty be net that, i, for one, have small care about liberty. You do tiot 
allow a palpable madman to leap over precipices ; you violate hii liberty, 
you that are wise ; and keep him, were it in strait- waistcoats, away from 
precipices ! Every stupid, every cowardly and foolish man is but a less 
]Mlpable madman : his true liberty were that a wiser man, that any and 
•Tory wiser man, could by brass collars, or in whatever milder or sharper 
way, lay hold of him when he was going wrong, and order and compel him 
to go a little r^hter.. Oh, if thon really «urt my Henior^ Seigneur, my Elder, 
PrMbyter, or Priest — if thou art in very deed my WiseVt may a beneficent 
instinct lead and impel thee to " conquer " me, to command me 1 If thoa 
do know better than I what is good and right, I conjure thee, in the name of 
€Km1, force me to do it ; were it by never such brass collars, whips, and hand^ 
cuffs, leave me not to walk over precipices ! That I have been called bo 
all the Newspapers a ** free man '* will avail me little, if my pilgrimage 
have ended in death and wreck. Oh, that the Newspapers bad called me 
•lave, coward, fool, or what it pleased thetr sweet voices to name me, and 
I had attained not death, but life I Liberty requires new definitions. 

A conscious <abborrence and intolerance of Folly, of Baseness, Stupidity, 
Poltroonery and all that brood of things, dwells deep in «ome men : still 
deeper in others an wxconscious abhorrence and intolerance, clothed more- 
orer by the beneficent Sopreme Powers in what stout appetites, energies, 
egoisms so-called, are suitable to it ; these latter are your Conquerors, Ro* 
■laos, Normans, Russians, fndo-Englisb ; Founders of what we call Aria- 
tooracies. Which, indeed, have they not the most ** divine rigtrt ** to found '; 
being themselves very truly 'ApiSroij Bravbst, Bbst; and conqufinng 
ffenerally a confused rabble of \^ obst, or at lowest, clearly enough, of 
WorsbI I think their *'divrae right," tried, with affirmating Verdict, in 
the greateat Law- Court known to me, was good ! A class of men who are 
dreadfully exclaimed against by Dryasdust ; of whom, nevertheless, benefi- 
cent Nature has oftentimes had' need — and may, alas, again have need. 

Whom across the hundredfold poor scepticisnis, trivialities, and constitn- 
tional cobwebberies of Dryasdust, you catch any glimpse of a William the 
Conqueror, a Tancred of Hauteville, or 8uch-like--do ^^ou not discern veri- 
tably some rude outline of a true Gt)d-made King ; whom not the Champion ' 
of England cased in tin, but all Nature and ihe Universe, were calling to 
the throne 1 It is absolutely necessary that he get thither. Nature does 
not mean her poor Saxon children to perish of otwsiiy, stupor, or other mala- 
dy as yet : a stem Ruler, therefore, and Line of Rulers is called in — a atem, 
bat most beneficent. Perpetual House- Surgeon is called in — by Nature, and 
even the appropriate/s«« are provided for him ! Dryasdust talks lamenta- 
bly about Hereward and the Fen Counties, fate of Earl Waltheof, Yorkshire 
and the North reduced to ashes; all which is undoubtedly lamentable* 
But even Dryaadaat apprises me of one fact : ** a child, in this William's reigUi 
might have carried a purse of Gold from end to end of Enjiland.*' My eru* 
dite friend, it is a fact which outweighs a thousand ! Sweep away thy con- 
■titutioti, aentimentaU and other cobwebberies ; look eye to eye, if thou still 
have any eye, in the face of tliis big burly William Bastard : thou wilt see 
a fellow of most flashing discernment, of most strong lion-heari ; iu whscvvok^ 
as it were, within a frame of oak and iron, lYve |E5^% Va.^« ^<kw\«^ S^« «ni^ 
«/ "a man ofgemm /" Doat thou call \]hal iio\)tk\tk%\ \ti8\Sx%^''«MB«««^ 

II 
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thing ! Rage enoogh was id this Willelmas Conqaestor, raga eiioagh for 
his occasions ; and yet the essential element of him, as of all such men, it 
not SGorcbing/re, but shining, iUuminati ve light. Fire and light are strangely 
intercbangosble ; nay, at bottom I have found them different forms of tbt 
tame most godlike elementary substance iu our world : a thing worth stating 
in these days. The essential element of Conqoestor • is, first of all, the 
nost sun-eyed perception of what is really what on this GodVEarth ; which, 
thou wilt find, does mean at bottom " Justice," and virtues not a few : eois* 
formity to what the Maker has seen good to make; that, I soppoae, will 
mean Justice and a Virtue or two 1 

Dost thou think Wilielmus Conquestor would have tolerated ten years* 
jargon, one bourns jargon, on the propriety of killing Cotton-manufactorert 
by partridge Corn-laws 1 I fancy this was not the man to knock out of hit 
nigbt*s-rest with nothing but a noisy bedlamism in your mouth ! ** Assist at 
ttiil better to bush the partridges ; strangle Plugson who spins the shirts V 
** Par la spUndeur de Dieu r Dost thou think Wilielmus Conquestor, in 
this new Time, with Steam-engine Captains of Industry on one hand of bin, 
and Joe-Manton Captains of Idleness on the other, would have doubted whieh 
was really the Bbst ; which did deserve strsngling, and which not 1 

I have a certain indeatroctible regard for Wilielmus Conquestor. A rt- 
aident House-Surgeon, provided by Nature for her beloved English People, 
and even furnished with the requisite '* fees," as I said — for he by no meaat 
felt himself doing Nature*s work, this Wilielmus, but bis own work exelii« 
sively. And his own work withal it was : ** Par la tplendeur de Disac." 
I say it is necessary to get the work out of such a man, however harsh that 
be ! When a world not yet doomed for death, is rushing down to ever 
deeper Baseness and confusion, it is a dire Necessity of Nature's to brinjg 
in her ABisTOOkACiaa, her Bbst, even by forcible methods. When their 
descendants or representatives cease entirely to be the Best, Nstuie*t poor 
world will very soon rush down again to Baseness — and it becomeo a dire 
Necessity of Naturals to cast them out ! Hence French Revolutions, Fiv^ 
point Charters, Democracies, and a mournful list of £t ccteraa in these oor 
afflicted limea. 

,To what extent Democracy has now reached, how it advances irresistible 
with ominous, ever-increasing speed, he tbst will open his eyee on any pro- 
vince of human affairs may discern. Democracy ia everywhere the inexo- 
rable demand uf ihese ages, swiftly fulfilling itself. From the thunder of 
Napoleon battles to the jabbering of open- vestry in St. Mary Axe, all things 
announce Democracy. A distinguished man, whom some of my readeie 
will hear ajrain with pleasure, thus writes to me what in these 6^ys be notee 
■from the Wabngnsse of Weissnichtwo, where our London fashions seem 
to be in full vogue. Let us hear the Herr Teufelsdrdckh again, were it bat 
the smallest word ! 

** Democracy, which means despair of finding any Heroes to govern yon* 
end contented putting up with the want of them — alas, thou too, mein [Ab€r, 
teest well how close it is of Kin to Atheiem and other sad Isms : he who 
discovers no God whatever, how shall he discover Heroes the visible Tem- 
ples of God 1 Strange enough meanwhile it is, to observe with what 
thoughtlessness, here in our rigidly Conservative Country, men rush into 
Domocrscy with full cry. Beyond doubt his Excellenz, tho Titular-Herr 
Ritter Kanderwalsch von Pferdefuss'-Quacksalber, hfi our distinguished Con- 
aervative Premier himself, and all but the thicker-headed of his Party, 
discern Democracy to be inevitable aa Death, and are even deafiermte of 
delaying it much ! 

'* You cannot walk the streets without beholding Democracy snnounee 
Ueelf: the very Tsilor hat become, if nox. pto^A^j ^^wvtwXowSftx ^V^>rK to 
Aacb would be rHinoue, yet e Tailot nnGonacio\ia\i l^m\)Q\vl^\\^^«ai^^^^Bkfr^ 
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tying with hii Miworf, tba reign of Equality. What now is our fashion* 
abls coat? A thing of superfinest texture, of deeply meditated cat ; with 
Malinnes-lace cuffs; quilted with gEold ; so that a man can carry, without 
difficulty, an estate of land on his back 1 Keinenoegs, by no manner of means ! 
The Sumptuary Laws have fallen into such a state of desuetude as was 
never before seen. Our fashionable coat is an amphibium between bam* 
sack and drayman's doublet. The cloth of it is studiously coarse ; the 
colour a speckled suot-black or rost-brown gray^; the nearest approach to 
a Peasant^s. And for shape — thou shouldst see it ! The last ^onsumma* 
tion of the year now passing over us is definable as Three Bags : a big 
bag for the body, two smalt bags for the arms, and, by way of collar, a hem 1 
The first Antique Oheruscan who, of felt-dotb or bear*8 hide, with bone or 
netal needle, set sbout making himself a coat, before Tailors bad yet 
awakened out of Nothing-— did be not make it even so 1 A loose wide poke 
iot body, with two holes to let out Uie arms ; this was his original coat ; to 
which holes it was soon visible that two small loose pokes or sleevei, 
easily appended, would be an improvement. 

** Thus has the Tailor-art, so to speak, overset itself, like most other 
things ; changed its centre-of-gravity, whirled suddenly from zenith to nadir. 
Your Slots, with huge somerset, vaults from his high shop-bpard down to 
the depths of primeval savagery — carrying much along with him ! For I 
will invite thee to reflect that the Tailor, as topmost ultimate froth of 
Human Society, is indeed swift passing, evanescent, slippery to decipher ; 
yet significant of much, nay, of all. Topmost evanescent froth, he is churned 
op from the very lees, and from all intermediate regions of the liquor. 
The general outcome he, visible to the eye ; of What men aimed to do, and 
were obliged and enabled to do, in this one public department of symboli- 
sing themselves to each other by covering of their skins. A smack of ali 
Hnman Life lies in the Tailor : its wild struggles toward beauty, dignity, 
freedom, victory ; and how, hemmed in by Sedan and Hudders«field, by 
Nescience, Dullness, Prurience, and other sad necessities and laws of 
Nature, it has atuined jnst to this : Gray Sayagery of Three Sacks,, witl^ 
a hem ! 

** When the very Tailor verges toward Sansculottism, is il not ominous^ 
The Isst Divinity of poor Mankind dethroning himself ; sinking ku taper 
too, flame downmost, like the Genius of Sleep or of Death ; admonitory 
that Tailor-time ahall be no more ! For, little aa one could advise Sum»* 
tuary laws at the present epoch, yet nothing is clearer than that when ransa 
do actually exist, strict division of costume will also be enforced ; that if 
we ever have a new Hierarchy and Aristocracy, acknowledged veritably aa 
snch, for which I daily pray Heaven the Tailor will reawaken ; and be* 
b^ volunteering and appointment, consciously and unconsciously, a safeguard 
of that same.*' Certain farther observations, from the same invaluable pen, 
on our never-ending changes of mode, our ** perpetual Nomadic and 
Ape-like appetite for change and mere change," in all the equipments of out 
existence, and the " fatal revolutionary character " thereby manifested, we 
•oppress Cor the present. It may be admitted that Democracy, in all meanv 
inga of the word, is in full career ; irresistible by any Ritter Kauderwaisdi' 
or othen son of Adam aa times go. Jjiboriy is a thing men are determined 
to have;- 

Bol traly,'as wo have meanwhile to remark, "the liberty of not being 
0|^resse^ by j«si<<^uw»iwen " is an indispensable, yet one of the most- 
insignificant friitional parte of Human Liberty. No man oppresses thee, 
can bid thee fetch or carry, come or go, without reason shown. True ; 
from all men thou art emancipatetl : but from Tliysoif and from the D^^.^il^ 
No men, wiser or un wiser, can make thee come of g|o *. Vint^iitfs ft'wxkVQfcSiv^a^ 
bemldermenu, thy /also appetito for lionoYt^^^'^'^^*^ Qt«otv^"^ 
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like! No man opprcMes thee, O free and independent Franchiaer i but diMV 
MOt this stupid Porter-pot oppress thee t No son of Adam can bid thee 
oome or go ; but this absurd Pet of Heavy-wet, this can and does ! Thou 
art the thrall, not of Cedric the Saxon, but of thy own brutal appetites and 
Ihis scoured dish of liquor. And thou pratest of thy ** liberty 1" Thoa 
entire blockhead ! 

Heavy- w«t and gin : alas, these are not the only kinds of thraMom. 
Thou who walkest in a vain show, looking oat with ornamental dilettante 
sniff and serene supremacy, at all Life and all Death ; and amblest jauntily ; 
perking up thy poor talk into crotchets, thy poor conduct into fatneus som- 
nambulism^; and art as an *^ enchanted Ape " under €k>d*6 sky, where thoa 
mightest have been a man, had proper Schoolmasters and GonqtMrora, and 
Constables withcat-6* -nine-tails, been vouchsafed thee : dost thou eall that 
** liberty 1" Or your unreposing Mammon-worshipper, again driven as if bjr 
Galvanisms, by Devils and Fixed-Ideas, who rises early and sits late ehasing 
the impossible ; straining every faculty to ^* fill himself with the east wind,'* 
—-how merciful were it, could you, by mild persuasion or by the soveresl 
tyranny so-called, ch4*ck him in his mad path, turn him into a wiser one I AU 
painful tyranny, in that case again, were but ** mild surgery ;" the pain of it 
cheap, as health and life, instead of galvanism and fixed-idea, is cheap al 
any price. 

Sure enough. Of all paths a man could strike into, there ts at any give» 
moment a best path for every man ; a thing which, here and now, it were 
of all things tpUett for him to do ; which could he be but led or driven to do^ 
he were then doing ** like a man,*' as we phrase it ; all men end gods agree* 
ing with him, the whole Universe virtually exclaiming, Well-done to him ! 
Uis success in such case were complete ; his felicity a maximum. Tliie 
path, to find this path and walk in it, is the one thing needful for him. What- 
soever forward him in that, let it come to him even in the shape of blows aai 
spumings, is liberty : whatsoever hinders him, were it ward-motes, ope»> 
vestries, poll-booths, tremendous ch«>ers, rivers of heavy-wet, is ^veiy. 

The notion, that a man^s liberty consists in giving his vote at electioiH 
hustings, and saying, ** Behold, now I too have my twenty -thousandth part 
of a Talker in our National Palaver ; will not all the gods be good to me 1** 
is one of the pleasanteat ! Nature, nevertheless, ie kind at present ; and 
pots it inta heads of many, almost of all. The liberty especially which ha* 
to purchase itsblf by social isolation, and each man standing aeparat* 
from the other, having ** no- bnainess with him " but a cash account ; thb 
ia such a liberty as theEaith seldom saw ; as the Earth will not long put 
vp with, recommend it how you may. This libeny turns out, before it 
have long continued in action, with all men flinging up their cape round it, 
to be for the Workine Milliona a hberty to die for Uie want of food ; for tbo 
Idle Thousands and Units, alas, a still more fatal liberty to live in want of 
work ; to have nQ earnest duty to do in this God*s-world any more. Whet 
beconma ef a man in such a predicament 1 Earth's Laws are silent ; and 
Heaven^s speak in a voice which ia not heard. No work, and the ineradi-^ 
eable need of work, give rise to new very wondrous life- philosophies, new 
Tory wendroes life-practises ! Dilettantism, Pococurantism, Beau Bmn- 
melism. with perhaps an occasional half-jnad, protesting burst of Byroniam» 
eatablish themselves : at ibeend of a certain period — if you go baek to **th» 
Dead Sea," there is, say our Moslem friends, a very strange ** Sabbath* 
day " trsnaacting itself there ! Brethren, we know but imperfectly yet» 
after ages of Consiitutionsl Government, what liberty is and Slavery ia. 

Democracy, theohaae of Liberty in that direction, shall go its full course ; 
mtrBatninabh hw him of Pferdefosa-Quacksalber, or any of kit bouaebold. 
ne ToJIiDg Af fi/ions of Mankind, in moal v'\ia\ T\a«d and ^ammveaxa in- 
Mtmctira daain of Guidtoce, shall cia^ awvf ¥iJ^M-Qra:\)\!isAA\ ib4 VnifK 
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lor tn hoar, that No-Goidance will suffice them ; hot it can he for an hour 
only. The smallest item of human Slavery is the oppression of man by hia 
Mock- Superiors; the palpablest, but, I say, at bottom the smallest. Let him 
shake oflf such oppression, trample it indi||rnantly under bis feet ; I blame 
him not, I pity am) commend him. But oppression by your Mock-Superiort 
well shaken off, the grand problem yet remains to solve : That of finding 
government by your Real- Superiors ! Alas, how shall we ever learn the 
aolution of that, benighted, bewildered, sniffing, sneering, godrforgetling 
unfortunates as we are 1 It is a work for centuries ; to be taught us bj 
tribulations, confusions, insurrections, obstructions ; who knows if not by 
conflagration and despair ! It is a lesson inclusive of all other lessons ; thA 
hardest of ail lessons to learn. 

One thing I do know : Those Apes chattering on the branches by the Dead 

' Sea never got it learned ; but chatter there to this day. To ihem no Mosea 
need come a second time ; a thousand Moseses would be but so many 
painted Pnantasms, interesting Fellow-apes of new strange aspect — whom 
they would ** invite to dinner," be glad to meet with in Lion- Soirees. To 
them the foice of Prophecy, of heavenly monition is quite ended. They 
ehatter thi^re, all Heaven shut to them, to the end of the world. , The un- 
fortunates ! Oh, what is dying of hunger, with honest tools in your hand, 
with a manful purpose in your heart, and much real labour lying round yon 
done, in comparison 1 You honestly quit your tools ; quit a most muddy 
confused coil of sore werk, short rations, of sorrows, dispiritments, and con- 
tradictioos, having now honestly done with it all ; and await, not entiiely in 
ft distracted manner, what the Supreme Powers, and the Silences, and the 
Eternities may have to say to you. 

A second thing I know, this lesson will have to be learned — under pe- 
nalties ! Cnglaod will either learn it, or Eugland will also cease to exist 
ftmong nations. England will either learn to reverence its heroes, and dia- 

, •riminate them from its Sham- Heroes and Valeta, and gaslighted Hitstrios; 
and to prize them as the audible GodVvoice amid all inane jflrgonsand tem- 
porary market-cries, and say to them, with heart-loyalty, ** Be ye King and 
Pnest and Gospel and Guidance for us :'* or else England will continue to 
worship new and ever new forms of Quackhood — auJ so, with what resi- 
liences and rebound iiigs matters little, bo down to the Father of Quacks ! 
Can I dread such things of England 1 Wretched thick-eyed, grosa-hearted 
mortals, why will ye worship Lies, and *' stuffed clothes-suits created by 
the ninth-parts of men !" It ia not your purses that suffer ; your farm-rentSp 
your commerces, your mill-revenues, loud as ye lament over these ; no, it 

' la not these alone, but a far deeper than these : it is your Souls that lie dead, 
erusbed down under despicable Nightmares, Atheisms, Brain.fumes : and 
are not Souls at all, but mere succedanea for tuU to keep your bodies and 
their appetites from puuefying I Your Cotton-spinning and thrice miraca« 
Iqus mechaniam, what is this too, by itself, but a larger kind of Animalism t 
Spiders can spin, Beavers can build and show contrivance : the Ant lava up 
accomulation of capital, and baa, for au^ht I know, a Bank of Antland. if 
there ia no soul in msn higher than all that, did it reach to sailing on th« 
cioud-rackaod spinning sea-sand : then, I say, man is but an animal, a more 
cunning kind of bruto : he has no soul, but only a succedaneum for salt. 
Wherefore seeing himself to be truly of the beasts that perish — he ought to 
admit it, I thmk,andal8o straightway universally kill himself: and so, in a man- 
like manner, at least endf and wave these brute- worlds kiM dignified farewell I 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

SIR JABS8H WINDBia. 

Olitcb CffoMWinL, whose body they hong on their Tybom OaHowv 
because he had found the Christian Religion inezecatable in this cotintry, 
Mmains to me by far the remarkablest Governor we have had hern for th0 
last five centuries or so. For the last five centuries there has been no 
Governor among us with anything hke similar talent ; and for the last two 
centaries,- no Governor, we may say, with the possibility of simihir talent 
—with an idea in the heart of him, capable of inspiring similar talent^ 
capable of coexisting therewith. When you consider that Oliver believed 
in a God, the difference between Oliver's position and that of any sobse- 
quent Governor of this country becomes, the more you reflect on it, the 
nore immeasurable ! 

Oliver, no volunteer in Public Life, but plainly a balloted soldier strictly 
ordered thither, enters upon Public Life, comports himself there like a man 
who carried his own life itself in his hand ; like a man whose Great Com- 
mander's eye was always on* him. Not without results. Oliver, well 
advanced in years, finds now, by Destiny and his own Deservin^rs, or, as ho 
himself better phrased it, by womttoos successive ** Births of Providence,^ 
tiie Government of England put into his hands. In senate bouse and 
batthe-field, in counsel and in action, in private and in public, this man had 
^oved himself a man : England and the- voice of God, through waste awfal 
whirlwinds and environments, speaking to his great heart, summon him to 
assert formally, in the way of solemn Public Fact and as a new piece of 
English Law, what informally and by Nature's eternal Law needed no 
asserting. That he, Oliver, was the A blest- Man of Eneland, the King of 
England 7 that he, Ohver, would undertake governing England. Hrs way 
of making this same ** assertion,*' the one way he had of making it, has 
given rise to- immense criticism : but the assertion itself in what wa^ 
soever " made," is it not somewhat of a solemn one, somewhat of s tre*> 
mendous onof * 

And now do but contrast this Oliver with my right honourable fnenf 
Sir. Jabesh Windbag, Mr. Facing both-wsys. Viscount Mealymouth, Eait 
of Windlestraw, or what other Cagliostro^ Cagliostrino^ Cagliostraccio, tho 
course of Fortune, and Parliamentary Majorities has constitutionally guided 
to that dignity, any time during these last sormwful' hundred simI fifi^ 
years ! Windbag, weak in the faith of a God, which he believes only at 
church on Sundays, if even then ; strong only in the faith- that Paragraphs 
tnd Plausibilities bring votes : that Force of Public Opinion, as he caMs it, 
is the primal Necessity of Things, and highest God we have : Windbag, if 
we will consider him, has a problem set before him which may be wnged 
in the impossible class. He is a Golombus minded to sail to the indistinct 
country of' Nowhbrs, to the indtsttnet country of WHiTncRWi^RD, by the 
friendship of those same waste- tumbling Water- Alps and howling waits of 
All the Winds ; not by conquest of them and in spite of them, but by friend- 
ship of them, wheo once they have made up their mind ! He is the most 
original Columbus I ever saw. Nay, his problem is not an impossible one : 
be will* infallibly arrive at that samo country of Nowbcrb ; his indistioet 
Whitherward will be a TAt/Aer-ward ! hi the ocean abysses and locker of 
Bayy Jones ~ there certainly enough do he and hit ship's company, aodsU 
their cargo and navigatings, at last find lodgement. . 

Oliver knew that his America lay Thbrb, Westward Ho-^and it was not 

entirely by friendship of the Water- Alps and yeasty insane Froth-Oceans 

ihst he mfMnt to get thither ! He sailed accordingly ; had compass-card 

Mod rules of Navigation — older and greaiST vVvan &«a« V\Q^WOc«a^«^ old 

S0 the Eteaud Ood ! Or agMn, do bmt UtkinaL ol \V»a, V^vdA^a^iSsw^^qma 
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his probable five years of office, has to prosper and get Paragraphs ; the 
Paragraphs of these five years must be his salvation, or he is a lost man ; 
redemption nowhere in the Worlds or in the Times discoverable for him. 
Oliver too would like his Paragraphs, Successes, Popularities ; in these five 
years are not undesirable to him : but mark, I say, this enormons eircon- 
stance : afttr these Five Years are gone^ind done, comes an Eternity for 
Oliver ! Oliver has to appear before the Most High Judge : the utmost 
flow of Paragraphs, the utmost ebb of them is now, in strictest arithmetic, 
verily no matter at all ; its exact value ztro ; an account altogether erased ! 
Enormous ; which a man in these days hardly fancies with an effort ! 
Oliver^s Paragraphs are all done, his Battles, Division-lists, successes all 
summed : and now, in that awful unerring Court of Review, the real question 
first rises. Whether he has succeeded at all ; whether he has not been 
defeated miserably for evermore. Let him come with world-wide lo-PeaM, 
these avail him not. Let him come covered over with the woFld*s execra- 
tions, gashed with ignominious death- wound*8, the gallows-rope about his 
neck : what avails that t The word is, Come, thou brave and faithful ; the 
word is. Depart, thou quack and accursed I 

Oh, Windbag, my right honourable friend, in very truth I pity thee. I 
•ay these Paragraphs, and low or loud votings of thy poor fellow-blockheads 
of mankind, will never guide thee in any enterprise at all. Govern a 
country en such guidance 1 Thou canst not make a pair of shoes, sell a 
pennyworth of tape, on such. No, thy shoes are vamped up falsely to 
meet the market ; behold, the le«fther only seemed to be tanned ; thy shoes 
melt ander me to rubbishy pulp, and aie not veritable mud-defyme shoeSj^ 
but plausible vendible »imilitudes of shoes— thou unfortunati*, and 1 ! Ob, 
my right honourable friend, wKen the Paragraphs flowed in, who was like 
Sir Jabesh 1 On the swelling tide he mounted ; higher, higher; triumphant, 
heaven-high. But the Paragraphs again ebbed out, as unwise Paragraphs 
needa must : Sir Jabesh lies stranded, sunk and for ever sinking in igno- 
minious ooze ; the Mud-Nymphs and ever- deepening bottomless Oblivion 
his portion to eternal time. "Posterity V thon appealest to Posterity, 
tboul My right honourable friend, what will Posterity do for tbee ! The 
voting of Poaierity, were it continued through centuries in thy favour, will 
be quite inaudible, extra-forensie, without any effect whatever. Posterity 
can do sthiply nothing for a man ; nor even seem to do much, if the man ' 
be not brain-sick. Besides, to tell thee truth, the bets are a thousand to 
mie Posterity will not hear of thee, my right honourable friend I Posterity, 
I have feund, has generally his own Windbags, sufliciently trumpeted in aH 
market-places, and no leisure to attend to ours. Posterity, which has mads 
of Norse Odin a similitude, and of Norman William a brute monster, what 
will or can it make of English Jabesh 1 Oh, Heavens, ** Posterity !" 
** These poor persecuted Sa>tch Covenanters," said I to my inquiring 
Frenchman, in such stinted French as stood at command, ^ ils s*en appe- 
laient i — -" ** A la Posterity V* interrupted he, helping me out. ** O qut 
fum, they appealed to the Eternal Qod ; not to Posterity at all ! C *eiaU 
tti/irent.*^ 



CHAPTER XV. 

MORRISON AOA)N. 

NivBRTBiLBss, O Advanced Liberal, one cannot promise thee any ** new 
Jldigioo *' for some time ; to say truth, 1 do not think we have the 
smallest chance of any ! Will the candid reader, by way of closing this 
Book Tbiid, listen to a few transient remaiki on vWv aviYi^«cU 

C9odid,ngdn9 hkjtk no^ lately mevwinyi. aa^ iikiiL.iiW>^N«9»'^'^^^^ 
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interfere with their Thirty'iiiae or other Church Articles ; wherewith, ymrf 
helplessly ai is like, they may have struggled to form for themseWea soiii« 
not inconceivable hypothesis about this Universe, and their own exisieiic« 
there. Superstition, my friend, is far from me ; Fanaticism, for any Fanmm 
likely to arise soon on this Enrth, is far. A man's Church Articles ar« 
surely articles of price to him ; and in these tiroes one has to be tolerant 
of many strange *' Articles," and of many still stranger " No-articies,** 
which go about placarding themselves in a very distracted manner— tho 
namerous long placard-poles and questionable infirm paste-pots interfering 
with one*s peaceable thoroughfare sometimes ! 

Fancy a man, moreover, recommending his fellow-men to beliere in God, 
that so Chartism may abate, and the Manchester Operatives be got to spin 
pearebly ! The idea is more distracted than any plncard-pole seen hitherto 
m a public thoroughfare of men ! My friend, if thou ever do come to bs* 
lieve in God, thou wilt find all Chartism, Manchester-riot, ParliameDtaiy 
incompetence, Ministries of Windbag, and the wildest social Dissolattoos, 
and the burning of this entire Planet, a most small matter in comparisoo. 
Brother, this Planet, I find, is but an inconsiderable sand-grain in the oooti- 
nents of Being ; this P1anet*s poor temporary interests, thy interests and my 
interests there, when 1 look fixedly into that eternal Light-sea and Flame-sea 
with ilM eternU interests, dwindle literally into Nothing ; my Speech of it is-* 
Silence for the while. I will as soon think of making Galaxies and Star- 
systems to guide little herring vessels by, as of preaching Religion that the 
Constable may continue possible. Oh, my Advanced Liberal friend, this new 
^coiid progress, of proceeding ** to invent Gk>d,** is a very strange one I 
^cobinism unfolded into Saint Simonism bodies innumerable blessed things ; 
but the thing itself might draw tears from a Stoic ! As for me, spme twelve 
or thirteen New Religions, heavy Packets, most of them unfranked, having 
arrived here from various parts of the world in a space of six calendar 
mouths, I have instructed my invnluable friend, the Stamped Postman, to 
introduce no more of them, if the charge exceed one penny. 

Henry of Essex, dwelling in that Thames Island **neax to Reading 
Abbey," had a religion. But was it in virtue of his seeing armed Phan- 
tasms of St. Edmund *' on the rim of the horizon,'* looking minatory on 
him \ Had that intrinsically anything to do with his religion at all 1 Henry 
of £ssex*b religion was the Inner Light or moral Conscience of his own 
Soul ; such as vouchsafed still to all souls of men ; which Inner Light shoM 
here ** through such intellectual and other media '* as then were ; prodocioff 
'* PhanUsms *' Kircherean visual^pectra, according to circumstances ! It 
is so with all men. The clearer my Inner Light may shine through the 
Um9 turbid media, the fewer Phantasms it may produce — the gladder surely 
shall I be, and not the sorrier ! Hast thou reflected, O serious reader. 
Advanced Liberal, or other, that the one end, essence, use of all religion past, 
present, and to come, was this only ; to keep that same moral conscience 
or Inner Light of our*s alive and shining ; which certainly the ** Phantaama " 
and the " turbid media " were not essential for ! All religion was here te 
remind us, better or worse, of what we already know better or worse, of the 
quite infinite difference there is between a Good man and a Bad ; to bid us" 
love infinitely the one,- abhor and avoid infinitely the other — strive infinitely 
to he the one, and not to be the other I ** All religion issues in due Praclical 
Hero-worship.*' He that has a soul una^>hyxied, will never want a religion ; 
he that has a soul asphyxied, reduced to a succedaneum for salt, will never 
find any religion, though you rose from the dead to preach him one. 

But, indeed, when men and reformers ask for ** a religion,** it isaualofnot 
to their asking, '* What would yon have us dot'* and such-like. They 
fancy ibat their religion too shall be a kind of VlomaotCa YxW^^wkkb ibay 
Aera oaiy to svralJow once, and att ^U be weU* l^MoVaxaVf ohbi tEi^ ^»«^ 
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ytmr religion, yoar Morrison't Pill, yoa ha^e it all plain sailing now ; yoa 
can follow yoar afl&ira, your no- affairs, go along money-hunting, pleasure- 
bunting, dilettanteing, dangling, and miming and chattering like a Dead-Sea 
Ape : your Morrison will do your business for you. Men*s notions are very 
stranger! Brother, I say, there is not, was not, nor will ever be, in the 
wide circle of Nature, any Pill or Religion of that character. Man can- 
not affi>rd thee such ; for the very sods it is impossible. I advise thee to 
renounce Morrison ; once for sU, quit hope of the Universal Pill. For bodyi 
for soul, for individual, or society, there has not any such article been made. 
Non exlat. In created Nature it is not, was not, will not be. In the void 
imbr<^ios of Chaos only and realms of Bedlam, doss some shadow of it ho< 
ver, to bewilder and bemock the poor inhabitants there. 

Rituals^' Liturgies, Creeds, Hierarchies; all this is not religion ; all this, 
were it dead as Odinism, as Fetishism, does not kill religion at all ! It is 
Stupidity alone, with never so many rituals, that kills religion. Is not this still 
a World t Spinning Cotton under Arkwright and Adam l^ith ; founding 
eities by the Fountain of Juturoa on the Janiculum mount ; tilling Canaana 
onder Prophet Samuel and Psalmist David, man as ever man ; the mission* 
try of Unseen Powers ; and great arid victorious, while he continues trua 
to his mission ; mean, miserable, foiled, and at last annihilated and trodden 
out of sight and memory, when be proves untrue. Brother, thou art a man, 
I think ; thou art not a mere building Beaver or two-legged Cotton-Spider ; 
Uiou hast verily a soul in thee, asphyxied or otherwise ! Sooty Manches- 
ter, it too is built on the infinite Abysses, overspanned by the sk3rey Firma- 
ments ; and there is birth in it, and death in it ; and it ik every whit at 
wonderful, as fearful, unimaginable, as the oldest Salem or Prophetic City. 
Go or stand in, what time in what place we willf are there not Immensitiest 
Eteruitias over us, around us, in us : 

*' Solemn before ns, 
Veiled, the dark Portal, 
Goal of all mortal ; 
Stars silent restx>'er us, 
Oraves under as silent !" 

Betwaen these two great silences, the ham of all our spinning-cylindert. 
Trades Unions, Anti-Corn-law Leagues, and Carlton Cluds goes on. Stupi- 
dity itself ought to pause a little, ami consider that. I tell thee, through all 
thy Ledgers, Supply-and-deman(f Philosophies, and daily most modem me- 
lancholy Business and Cant, there does shiue the presence of a Primeval 
Unsfieakahle^ and thou wert wise to recognise, not with lips only, that same ! 
- The Maker*s Lsws, whether they are promulgated in Sinai Thunder, tq 
the ear or imagination, or quite otherwise promulgated, are the Laws of 
Gk>d ; transcendaot, everlasting, imperatively demanding obedience from all 
men. This, without any thunder, or with never so much thunder, thou, if 
there be any aoul left in thee, canst know of a truth. The Universe, I say, 
is made by Law ; the great soul of the world is just and not unjust. Look 
thou, if thou have eyes or soul left, into this great shoreless Incomprehen- 
sible ; in the heart of its tumultuous Appearances. Elmbroilments, and mad 
Time-vortexes, is there not, silent, eternal, an All-just, an Ail-beautiful sole 
Reality and ultimate controlling Power of the wholo 1 This is not a figure 
of speech ; this is a fact. The Fact of Gravitation, known to all animals, 
is not surer than this inner Fact, which may be known to all men. He who 
knows thia, it will sink, silent, awful, unspeakable into his heart. He will sar 
with Faust : •' Who dare name Hm V* Most ritnals or ** namings '* he will 
h\\ in with at present, are like to be ** naming s "^which shall be nameless ! 
In silence, in the Eternal Temple, let him worship, if there he no &t wQ>t4. 
Such knowledge, the erown of bis whole spmltia\^\Tk^AVi«VA^^^^^'^^'^^>^^^ 
MJm keep Bad eaeredly walk by. Ha has a Ta\\g>ot\. \^o>aiTVj axA ^*\^nSr^ 
Junsel/ and iar Ida wholn world, a fidth{aV» ^a^\«mVra\ i«x ^x«fi^««^.^ia^^ 
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prayer rises, <* Thy will be done.'* His whole work on Earth is an emble- 
matic spoken or acted prayer. Be the will of God done on £arth ; not the 
DeviPs will, or any of the DeviKs servants' wills ! He has a religion, this 
man ; an everlasting loadstar, that beams the brighter in the Heavens, the 
darker here on Earth grows the night around him. Thou, if thou know not 
this, what are all rituals, liturgies, mythologies, mass-chauntings, tarninga of 
the rotatory Calabash 1 They are as nothing ; in a good many respecta thay 
are lets. Divorced from this, getting half-divorced from this« they are a ibu^g 
to fill one with a kind of horror ; with a sacred ineipressible pity and fear. 
The most tragical thing a human eye can look on. It was said to the Pro- 
phet ** Behold, I will show ihee worse thinfrs than these : woman weeping to 
Thammuz." That was the acme of the Prophet's vision — than as now. 

Rituals, Liturgies, Credos, Sinai Thnndcr : I know more or laaa the 
history of these ; the rise, progress, decline, and fall of theae. Caa 
Thunder from all the thirty- two azimuths, repeated daily for centuries of 
years, make God's Laws more godlike to me ? Brother, No. Perhapa I 
am grown to be a man now, and do not need the thunder and the terror any 
longer ! Perhaps I am above being frightened ; perhaps it is not Fear, bat 
Reverence alone that shall now lead me ! Revelations, Inspirations 1 Yea : 
and thy own god-created Soul ; dost thou not call that a " revelation V 
Who made thkb ! Where didst thou come from 1 The Voice of Eternity, 
if thou be not a blasphemer and poor asphyzied mute, speaks with that tongoe 
of thine ! Thou art the latest Birth of Nature ; it is ** the inspiration of tha 
Almighty " that giveth thee understanding ! My iirotber, my brother I 

Under bsleful Atheism, Mammonisms, Joe-Manton Dilettantisms, with 
their appropriate Cants and Idolisms, and whatsoever scandaloua rubbish 
obscures, and all but extinguishes, the soul of man — religion now is ; ita 
Laws, written if not on Sione Tables, yet on tho Azure of Infinitude, in 
the inner heart of God's Creation, certain as Life, certain as Death ! I 
say the Laws are there, and thou shalt not disobey them. It were better 
for thee not. Better a hundred deaths than yes. Terrible " penalties " 
withal, if thou still need " penalties," are there for disobeying. Dost thoa 
observe, O redtape Politician, that fiery infernal Phenomenon, which men 
name Frknch Rcvolution, sailing, unlooked-for, unbidden, through thy 
inane Protocol Dominion ; far-seen, with splendour not of Heaven 1 Tan 
centuries will see it. There were Tanneries at Meudon for human akina. 
And Hell, very truly Hell, had power over'God*s upper Earth for a aeason. 
The cruellest Portent that has risen into created space these ten centurtea : 
let us hail it, with awe-struck repentant hearts, as the voice once mora of a 
God, though of one in wrath. Blessed be the GUui's voice ; for it is true, 
and Falsehoods have to cease before it ! But for that same preternatural 
quasi-infernal Portent, one could not know what to make of thia wretched 
world in these days at all. The deplorablest quack- ridden, and now hunger* 
ridden, down-trodden Despicability and Flebile ludibriwmoi redtape Protocola, 
rotatory Calabashes, Poor-law Bastilles : who is there that could think of 
Us being fated to continue 1 

Penalties enough, my brother ! This penalty inclusive of all : Eternal 

Death to thy own hapless Self, if thou heed no other. Eternal Death; I aay, 

with many meanings old and new, of which let this single one sofiico na 

hare : The eternal impossihiliiy for thee to ht aught but a Chimera, and 

swift-vanishing deceptive Phantasm, in God's creation ; swift-vanishing, 

never to reappeai^ : why should it reappear ! Thou hadst one chance, thoa 

wilt never have another. Everlaatine ages will roll on, and no other he given 

thee. The foolishest articulate-speaking soul now extant may not ha say to 

hmaelf: ** A whoio Eternity I waited to be bom ; and now I have a whole 

Eternity waiting to see what I will do wV»©i\botTi V* TVtt»\%tv«\T^\«oU>gy— 

tiuB U Arithmetic. And thou but haU-diaceroeaX ^Vs \ ^X!«w\m\V«\SAj»\wia^ 

iti .Aiae, OS the ahoree of th« Dead Sam on BabYiax]ii^:kMK%%oa»«a%vt%^^\ 
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Bat w« will lea?e this of ** Religion ;'* of which, to say tnith, it is chiefly 
profitable, in these unspeakable days, to keep ■ silence. Thoo ncedest no 
** New Religion ;** nor art thoo like to get any. Thou hast already mot« 
** religion '* than thou makest any use of. This day thou knowest ten 
commanded duties, seeat in thy mind ten things which should be done, fot 
one thst thou doest ! Do one of them ; this of itself will show thee ten 
others which can and shall be done. '* But my future fate ! " Yea, ihy 
future fate, indeed ! Thy future fate, while thou makest it the chief ques- 
tion, seems to me-— extremely questionable ! I do not think it can be good. 
Norse Odin, immemoiiai centuries ago, did not he, though a poor Heathen, 
in the dawn of Time teach us that, for the Dastard, there was and could bo 
no good fate — no harbour anywhere save down with Hela, in the pool of 
Night ! Dartards, knaves aro they that lust for Pleasure, that 'tremble at 
Pain. For this world and for the next. Dastards are a class of creatures 
made to be ** arrested ;*' they are good tot nothing else, can look for nothing 
else. A greater than Odin has been here. A greater than Odin has taught 
na— Hiot a greater Dastardism, I hope ! My brother, thou must pray for a 
mnU; struggle, as with life and death energy, to get back thy soul ! Know 
that ** religion " is no Morrison's Pill from without, but a reawakening of thy 
own Self from within ; and above all, leave me alone of thy ** religiona " and 
**new religions** here and elsewhere ! I am weary of this sick croaking for 
a MOTriso:i*s*Pill religion ; for any and for every such. I want none such ; 
and discern all such to be impossible. The resuscitation of old liturgies 
fallen dead ; much more the manufacture of new liturgies that will never 
be alive ; how hopeless ! Siylitisms, eremite fauaticisms, and fekeerisms ; 
spaamodic agonistic posture- makings, and narrow, cramped, morbid, if for ever 
noble wrestlings; aU this is not a thing desirable to me. It ia a thing tho 
world has done once-^when ita beard was not grown as now ! 

And yet there is, at worst, one Liturgy which does remain for ever unex* 

ceptionable ; that of Praying (as the old monks did withal) by Working, 

And indeed the Prayer which accomplished itself in special cbapela at stated 

hours, and went not with a man, rising up from all his Work and Action, at 

all momenta aanctifyins the same — what was it ever good fori '* Work ia 

Worship;'* yea, in a highly considerable sense — which, in the present state 

of all " worship," who is there th.Yt can unfold ! He that understanda it 

well, underataiids the Prophecy of the whole Future ; the last Evangel, 

vyhich has included all others. Its Cathedral the Dome of immensity^ 

haat thou aeen it ; coped with star-giilazies ; paved with the green mosaic 

of Land and Ocean ; and for altar, verily the star-throne of the Eternal ! 

Its Litany and psalmody the noble acts, the heroic work and suffering, and 

true heart-utterance of all the Valiant of the Sons of Men. Its choir-music 

the ancient winds and oceans, and doep- toned, inarticulate, but most speaking 

voices of Destiny and Hiatory, supernal ever as of old. Between two great 

Silences 

" Stan silrat rest o'er ns, 
Graves under us silent" 

Between which two great Silences do not, as we said, all human Noiseif, 
in the naturalist times, most /^f/ematurally march and roll 1 

I will insert this also, in a lower strsin, from Sauerteig's JE»theti8che 
SpringwiJLrzel. ** Worship V says he : ** Before that inane tumult of Hearaay 
filled men*s heads, while the world lay yet silent, and the heart true and 
open, many things were worship ! To the primeval man whatsoever good 
cause, descended on him (as in mere fact it ever does) direct from Ood ; 
whatsoever duty lay viaible for him, this a Supreme God had prescribed. 
To the present hour I aak thee. Who else 1 For the primeval maa^ ia w<\<vcok 
dwelt Thought, this Universe was aU a Tem^\e •. \a^^ ^^«rj«\«i^ -^.'^ w- 
ahjp. ^^ 

" WbMt wonhip, for nample, U iViete not Va imt* ^w^vci%\ "^^c^w^!* 
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•ne of the most moral thin^ a man, in common casoa, htm it in his pofrer 
to <io. Strip thyself, go into the bath, or were it into limpid pool and ran* 
ning brook, and there wash and be clean~-thoa wilt atep out again a parer 
and a better man. This oonsciousoesa of perfect outer pureness, that to 
thy skin there now adheres no foreign speck of imperfection, how it radiates 
-ia on -thee, with cunning symbolic influences to thy ▼ery soul t Thou hast 
•n increase of tendency toward all good things whatsoever. The oldest 
Eastern Sages, with joy and holy gratitude, had felt it so — and that it was 
the Maker's gift and will. Whose else w it ? It remains a religions dotj, 
from oldest times, in the East. Nor could Herr Professor Strauss, wh^n I 

Sot the question, deny that for us at present it is still such here in the West ! 
-o that dingy fuliginous operative, emerging from his soot-miU, what is 
the first duty I will prescribe, and off<*r help toward 1 That he clean the 
skin of him. Can he pray, by any ascertained method 1 One knows not 
entirely ; but with soap and a sufficiency of water he can wash. Even 
the doll English feel something of this ; they have a saying, ** Cleanliness is 
Bear of kin to Godliness ;" yet never, in any country, saw I operative meo 
work washed, and, in a climate drenched with the softest cloud-water, sncli 
a scarcity of baths !'* Alas, Sauerteig, our '* operative men " are at pressot 
short even of potatoes ; what ^' duty *^ can you prescribe to them ! 

Or lot us give a glance at China. Our new friend, the Emperor there, 
is Pontiff of three hundred million men ; who do all live and work, these 
many centuries now, authentically patronized by Heavpn so fsr ; and, there- 
fore, must have some ** religion ** of a kind. This Emperor-Pontiff Ims, in 
fact, a religious belief of certain Laws, Laws of Heaven ; observes with a . 
religious rigour his " three thousand punctualities,** — given out by men of 
insight, some sixty generations since, as a legible transcript of the same— 
the Heavens do seem to say, not totally an incorrect one. He has not moch 
of a ritual, this Pontiff-Emperor ; believes, it is like, with the old Monks, 
that ** Labour is Worship." His most public Act of Worship, it appears, 
is the drawing solemnly at a certain day, on the green bosom of our Mother 
Earth, when the Heavens, after dead black winter, have again with their 
vernal radiances awakened her, a distinct red Furrow with the Plough- 
signal that all the Ploughs of China are to begin plougbine and worahip* 
ping ! It is notable enough. He, in sight of the Seen and Unseen Powors, 
draws his distinct red- Furrow there — saying, and praying, inmpte symbol- 
ism, so many most eloquent things ! 

If you ask this Pontiff '* Who made him 1 what is to become of him and 
QsV* he maintains a dignified reserve — waves his hand and pontiff eyes over 
the unfathomable deep of Heaven, the '* Tsien '* the azure kmgdoms of 
Infinitude ; as if asking, " Is it doubtful that we are right toeli made \ Can 
aoght that is wrong become of us V* He and his three hundred millions, it 
is their chief ** punctuality," visit yearly the Tombs of their Fathers ; each 
man the Tomb of his Father and his Mother : alone there, in silence, with 
what of " worship " or other thought there may be. pauses solemnly each 
man ; the divine skies all silent over him ; the divine Graves, and this 
divinest Grave, all silent under him — the pulsings of his own soul, if he have 
any soul, alone audible. Truly, it may be a kind of worahip ! Truly, if a 
maiS cannot get some glimpse into the Eternities, looking through this por- 
tal — through what other need he try it ? 

Our friend the Pontiff Emperor permits cheerfully, though with contempt, 

all manner of Buddists, Bonzes, Talapoins, and such-like, to build brick 

Temples on the voluntary principle ; to worship with what of chauntings, 

paper lanterns, and tumultuous brayings pleases them, and make night hide- 

0OB — since they find some comfort in it. Cheerfully, though with contempt. 

Me Is a wiser Pontiff than many persons \\\\nk\ 'A« \« «i« ^«x vVv« «tk« Chief 

J^tentste or Priest in this Earth ^bohaa mai&a a ^\«Viucv«N«!^AtMA>JkK«v.\««D^ 

Mi whmi vreei/i tbm ultimate result o( aUiel^vm, PvaiLtuakl&as^^w^'.^ 
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"does incestantlTf with true anxietj, in soch wqy ai he can, search and aift (it 
would appear) His whole enormtf at popalatkmforthe Wisest bom among them; 
by which Wisest, as by born kings, these three hundred million men are ffo- 
vemed. The Heavens, to a certain extent, do appear to countenance him. 
These three hundred millions actually make porcelain, Souchonj; tea, with 
innumerable other thini^s ; and 6ght, under HeHven's flag against Necessity ; 
and have fewer Seven-years' Wars, Thirty-years' Wars, French Revolution 
Wars, and infernal fightings with each other, than certain millions elsewhere 
have! 

Nay, in our poor "distracted Europe itself, in these neweet times, have 
ihere not religious voices risen — with a religion new, and yet the oldest ; 
entirely indisputable lo all hearts of men 1 Some I do know who did not 
call or think themselves ** Prophets," far enough from that ; but who were, 
hi very truth, melodious Voices from the eternalHiBart of Nature once again; 
•ouls for ever venerable to all that have a soul. A French Revolution is one 
phenomenon ; as complement and spiritual exponent thereof, a Poet Goethe 
and Germnn Literature is to me another. The old Secular or Practical 
World, so to speak, havine gone up in fire, ia not here the prophecy and dawn 
of a new Spiritual World, parent of far nobler, wider new Practical worlds % 
A life of Antique devoutness. Antique veracity and heroism, has sgain become 
possible, is again teen actual there for the most nnodern man. A phenomenon, 
4M quiet Rs it is, comparable (or greatness to no other ! ** The great Event for 
the world is, now as always, the arrival in it of a new Wise Man.'* Touches 
there are, be the Heavens ever thanked, of new Sphere-melody ; audible 
once more in the infinite jai^ning discords and poor scrannel-pipings of the 
thing called Literature — prioelpss there, as the voice of new Heavenly 
Psalms ! Jjiterature, like the «ld Prayer-collections of the first centuries, 
were it ** well selected from and burnt," has precious things ! For Litera- 
ture, with all its printing-presses, puffing-^engmes, and shoreless deafening 
triviality, it yet *' the Thought of Thinking Souls." A sacred ** religion," 
if you like the name, does live in the heart of that strange froth-ocean, not 
wholly froth, what wecall Literature^ and will more and more disclose itself 
therefrom: not now as scorching fire .: Utered smoky scorching fire has pu- 
rified itself into white sunny Light. Is not Light grander than Fire ! It is 
the same element in a state of punty. 

My candid readers, we will march out of this T^ird Book with a rythmic 
word of Goethe's on our tongue ; a word which perhaps has already sung 
itself, in dark hours and in bright, through many a heart. To me, finding 
it devout yet whole, credible and veritable, full <of piety yet free of cant ; to 
me joyfully finding much in it, and joyfully missing »o much in it, this little 
anatch of music by the greatest German Man, sounds like a stanza in the 
grand Road- Song and. Marching- Song of our great Teutonic kindred wend- 
mg, wending, valiant and victorious, through the undiscovered Deeps of 
Time ! He calls it Mtteon Lodge — not Psalm or Hymn : 

1. " The MBMon*» ways are 41. And solemn before as, 
A type of Existence, Veiled, the dark Portal, 

And nis persistence Goal of all mortal : 

Is as the days are Stars silent rest o'er us. 

Of Men in this world. Graves under as silent. 

3. TheFuturehidesinit 4, But heard are the Toices, 
Good hap and sorrow ; Voice of the Safes, 

We press still thorow, The Worlds and the Affes : 

Nanght that abides in it ' Choose well, yoor choice k 

'Daunting us— on ward . B rief and yet endleM ; 

6. Here eyes do regard you. 
In Eternity's stillness ; 
Here is all fulness, 
Te brave, to reward you *, 
Work and Aesps&r not? " 
13 



BOOK IV. 

HOROSCOPE. 

CHAPTER I. 

AKlfTOCRACICS. 

To perdict the Fatnre, to manage the Present, woald not be so impOnf' 
ble, had not the Past been so sacrilegiously mishandled ; effaced and, what 
is worse, defaced ! The Pnst cannot be seen ; the Past, looked at through 
the medium of Philosophical History '* in these times, cannot et en be noi 
■een : it is mis-seen ; aflSnned to have etisted— >and to bare been a godless 
Impossibility. Tour Norman Conquerors, true royal souls, crowned king* 
M such, were vuHorous irrational Tyraets : yonr Becket was a noisy Egoist 
and Hypocrite ; getting his brains spilt on the floor of Canterbury Csthedral, 
to secure the main chance — somewhat uncertain how ! ** Eothamsm ^ 
■od even " honest £ntbo8iasm,'*~*'yes, of course : 

** The Dog, to gain bit private ends, 
Went mad ; and bit the man !* 

For^ in trnth, the eye sees in all things what it brought with it the meaoe of 
•eeing. A godless century, looking back on centuries that were godly, 
produces portraitures more miraculous than any other. All was mane 
discord in the I^ast ; brute force bore rule everywhere ; Stupidity, savage 
unreason, fitter for Bedlam than for a human world ! Whereby, indeed, it 
becomes so fiiciehtly natural that the like qualities, in new sleeker habiliments, 
should continoe in our own time to role. MiHiuns enchanted in Bastille 
Wot-khouses ; Irish widows pro/mg their relationship by typhus fever: 
what would you have ? It was ever so, or worse. Man*s History, was it 
not always even this : The cookery and eating up of imbecile Dupedom by 
successful Quackhood ; the battle, with various weapons of vultonnie 
Quack and Tyrant against vulturous Tyrant and Quack f No God was id 
the Past Time; nothing but Mechanisms and chaotic Brute Gods: how 
shall the poor " Philosophic Historian," to whom his own century is all 
godless, see any God in other centuries t 

Men believe in Bibles, and disbelieve in them : but of all Bibles the 
frightfuUest to disbelieve in is this ** Bible of Universal History." This is 
the Eternal Bible and God*s Book, " which every born man,** titl once tha 
soul and eyesight are extinguished in him, **can and most see with his 
own eyes the uod*s-Finger writing?** To discredit this is an tit/Ue^y like 
no other. Such infidelity you would pmiish, if not by fire and fagot, which 
txe difficult to manage in Our times, yet by the most peremptory order, to 
hold its peace till it got something wiser to say. Why should the blessed 
Silence be broken into noises to communicate only the like of this ! If 
the Past have no God*s- Reason in it, nothing but Devirs-Unreason, let the 
Past be eternally forgotten : mention it no more ; we whose ancestors were 
all hanged, why should we talk of ropes ! 

It is, in brief, not true that men ever lived by Delirium, Hypocrisy, 
Injustice, or any form of Unreason, since they came to inhabit this Planet. 
It is not true that they ever did, or ever will, live except by the reverse of 
these. Men will again be taught this. Their acted History will then agaia 
be a Heroism ; their written History, what it once was, an Epic. Nay, 
forertr it is either such ; or else it virtually is — Nothing. Were it written 
ia a thougand volumes, the unhexoVsm o( vach volumes hastens incessantly 
to ke forgotten ; the set content of an A^aum^nvnlAXsiarj Ql>3iSGA\^>ftA)»^ 
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Mid will ultimAtely show it»elf to be, ^ero. What man is interested to 
remember it ; have not ail men, at all tiinee, the liTelieat interest to forget 
it t *' Revelations,** if not celestial then infernal, will teach us that God 
is ; we shall then, if needful, discern withont difllculty that He has always 
been ! The Dryasdust Philosophisms and enlightened Scepticisms of the 
Eighteenth .Century, historical and othefj will have to survive for a while 
wiUi the Physiologists — as a memorable Nigkimare Dream, All this hag- 
gard epoch, with its ghastly Doctrines and death^s head Philosophies 
** teaching by example *' or otherwise, will one day have become, what to 
oar Moslem friends their godless ages are, the ** Period of Ignorance.*' 

If tito convulsive struggles of the last Half*century have taught poor 
•tmggling coDvnlsive Europe any truth, it may perhaps be this as the ex- 
treme' of innumerable others: That Europe requires a real Aristocracy, al 
real Priesthood, or it cannot continue to exist. Huge French Revolutions, 
Napoleonisms, then Bourbonisms with their corollary of Three Days, finish- 
ing in very unilnal Ijouis Phillipisms : all this ought to be didactic ! All 
this may have taught us that False Aristocracies are insupportable ; that 
No-Aristocracies, Liberty-and-ESqualities are impossible ; that tme Ansto- 
eraciee are at once indispensable, and not easily attained ! 

Aristocracy and Priesthood, a Ooveming Class and a Teaching Class: 
tiMse tvro, sometimes separate, and endeavouring to harmonize themselves, 
sometimes conjoined as one, and the King a Pdntilf-King : then did na 
society exist without these two vital elements, then will none exist. It lies 
in the very natore of man : you will visit no remotest village in the most 
r^Mibliean country of the worid, whete virtually or actoall^ you do not find 
these two powers tt work. Man, little as he may suppose it, is necessitated 
to obey superiors. He is a social being in virtue of this necessity ; nay, hs 
could not be gregarioas otherwise. He obeys those whom he esteems 
better than himself, wiser, braver ; and. will for ever obey svch, and even bs 
ready and delighted to do it. The Wiser, Braver : these, a Virtual Aris- 
tocracy everywhere and everywhen, do, in ail societies thst reach any arti- 
eulate shape, develope themselves into a ruling class, an Actual Aristocracy, 
with settlod modes of operating, what are called laws and even privtU&davm- 
or privileges, and so forth ; very notable to look upon in this world. Arts* 
tocracy and Priesthood, we say, are sometimes united. For, indeed, the 
Wiser ard the Braver are properly but -one class ; no wise man but noededl 
first of aH to be a brave man, or he never had been wise. The noble Priest 
was alwaya a noble Aristos to begm with, and something more to end with. 
Your Luther, yonr Knox,' your Anselm, Becket, Abbot Samson, Samuel 
Johnson, if they hsd not been brave enoogh, by what possibility could they 
ever have been wise t If, from accident or forethought, this your Actnu 
Arietocrscy have got discriminated into two classes, there can be no doubt 
bat the Priest class is the more dignified ; soprente over the other, as go« 
vemtng head b over active hand. And yet in practice, again, it is likeliest 
the reverse will be found arranged ; a sign that the arrangement is already 
vitiated ; that a split is introduced into it, which will widen and widen tiu 
the whole be rent ssander. 

In England, in Enrope generally, we may say that these two Virtualities 
have unfolded themsslvss into Actualities, ra by far the noblest and richest 
manner any rsgion of the world ever saw. A spiritual Guideship, a practi- 
cal Governorship, fruit of the grand conscious endeavours, say rather of the 
immeasurable unconscioos insuncts.and necessities of men, have established 
themselves ; very strange to behold. Everywhere, while so much has been, 
forgotten, you find the King* Palace, and the Vice-King's Castle, Mansion^ 
Manor-house ; till there is not an inch of groand from aea to sesi h^^ Va% 
both iu King and Vice-King, long dne lenei <A NSfc^-^xTv^x'w* ^«5svw^^ 
£aH, Dak; or whatever the title olhiia— -xo wImvobl ^o^\««* ^%^^^*>w^ 
tbMt he BMj gowem jon in it. 



More touching still, there ia not a hamlet where poor peaaante congre- 
gate but by one means and another a Gharcb-Apparatus haa been got to^ 
gather — roofed edifice with revenues and belfriet; pulpit, reading-desk, 
with Books and Methods : poMsibility, in short, and strict prescription, thai 
a man stand there and speak of spiritual things to men. It is beautiful ; 
•Ten< in- its great obscuration and decadence it is among the beauiifullest, 
most touching objects one sees on the earth. Thia speaking Man haa in- 
deed, in these times, wandered terribly from the point ; has, alas ! aa it were» 
totally lost sight of the point : yet, at bottom, whom have we to compare 
with him ? Of all public functionaries boarded and lodged on the Industry 
of Modern Europe, is there one worthier of the board he has 1 A man even 
professing, and never so languidly making still some endeavours, to aav» 
^the souls of men : contrast him with a man professing to do little but shool 
'the partridges of men ! I wish he could find the point again, this speaking 
one : and stick to it with tenacity, with deadly energy — ror there ia need of 
lum yet ! The speaking Function, this of Truth coming to us with a living 
Toice — ^nay, in a living shape and aa a concrete prectical Exemplar : tbia. witE 
all our Writing and rrintinff Functions, has a perennial place. Could ho 
but find the point again — take the old spectaclea off his nose, and, looking 
up, discover, almost in contact with him, what the real Satanas, and aoal-de- 
Touring, world-devouring Demit now is 1 Original Sin and such-like are bad 
enough, I doubt not : but distilled Oin, dark Ignorance, Stupidity, dark Corn- 
law, Bastflle and Company, what are they ! Will he discover our new real 
Satan, whom he has to fight ; or go on droning through his old noae-apoe* 
taclea about old extinct Satans— and never see the real one, till he feel him 
at his own throat and oura ! That ia a question for the world ! Lot as 
not intermeddle with it here. 

Sorrowful, phantasmal as* this same Double Aristocracy of Teachera and 
Govemon now looks, it is worth all men's while to know that the purport 
of it is, and remains, noble and most real. Dryasdust, looking merely at 
the surface is greatly in error as to those ancient Kin^. William Uon- 
queror, William Rofua or Redbeard, Stephen Curthose himself, much more 
Henry Beauclerc and our breve Plantagenet Henry : the Ufe of theae mea 
was not a vulturous Fighting ; it waa a valorous Governing, to which oc- 
casionally Fighting did, and, alaa, must yet, though far seldomer now, super- 
add itself as an accident, a distressing impedimenul adjunct. The Fighting 
too was indispensable, for ascertaining who had, the might over whom— tbo 
light over whom. By much hard fighting, aa we once said, " the unrealitiest 
beaten into dust, flew gradually off,*' and left the plain reality and fact, ** thoB 
atronger than I ; thou wiser than I ; thou king, and subject I,'* in a soma- 
what clearer condition ! 

Truly,, we cannot enough admire, in those Abbot-Samson and Willianir 
Gonquejxtf tim^s, the arrangement they had made of their Groverning Glasses. 
Highly interested to observe how the sincere insight, on their part, into what 
did, of primary necessity, behoove to be accomplished, had led them to th» 
way of accomplishing it ; and, in the course of time, to get it accomplished 1 
Mo imaginary Aristocracy would serve their turn ; and accordingly they 
attained a real one. The Brevest men, who it is ever to be repeated and 
semembered, are also on the whole the Wisest, Strongest, every way Beat» 
had, here, with a respectable degree of accuracy, been aot selected ; seated 
•ach on his piece of territory, which was lent him, then gradually given 
him, that be might govern it. Those Vice-Kings, each on his portion of the 
common soil of England, with a Head King over all, were a ** Virtuality 
jKirfected into an Actuality *' really to an astonishing extent. 
For those were rugged stalwart ages ; full of earnestness, of a rude GodV 
truth : luty, at any rate, their miiUing waa so viY»^eak«ibV) Ckmner than oan ( 
JRtct came swiftly on theoi». u at any tuna lYvvj \Mi '}SaNf^ft4\AYtasa*aA\ 
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** The Knaves and Dastards " had to be " arrested " in some measure ; or the 
world, almost within jear and day, found that it could not live. The Knaves 
and Dastards aecordmgly were got arrested. Dastards upon the very throne 
had to be got arrested, and taken oflf the throne — bj such methods as then 
veere ; by the roughest method, if there chanced to be no smoother one. 
Doubtless there was much harshness of operation, much severity ; as, indeed, 
government and surgery are often somewhat severe. Oorth, bom thrall 
of Cedric, it is like, sot cuffs as often as pork-parings, if he misdemeaned 
himself: but Gurth did belong to Cedric : no human creature then went 
about connected with nobody ; left to go his ways into Bastilles or worse, 
under LmMsez-fmire ; reduced to prove his relationship by dying of typhus 
fever ! Days come when there is no King in Israel, but every man is his 
own king, doing that which is right in his own eyes; and tar barrels are 
burnt to ** Liberty,** Ten-Pound Franchise, and the like, with considerable 
effect in various ways ! 

That Feudal Aristocracy, I say, was no imaginary one. To a respectable 
degree, larUj what we now call Earls, were Strong Ones in fact as well as 
etymology ; its Dukes Leaders ; its liOrds Lav^wards. They did aU the 
Soldiering and Police of the Country, all the Judging, Law-making, even 
the Church-Extension ; whataoever in the way of Governing, of Guiding, 
and Protecting could be done. It was a Land Aristocracy ; it managed the 
Governing of this English People, and had the reaping of the soil of Eng- 
land in return. It is, in many senses, the Law of Nature, this same Law 
of Feudalism ; no right Aristocracy but a Lanji one ! The curious are 
invited to meditate upon it in these days. Soldiering, Police, and Judging, 
Church Eztiension, nay, real Grovemance and Guidance, all this was actuallv 
done by Uie Holders of the Land in return for the Land. How much of it 
is now done by them — done by anybody ! Good Heavens, *' Ijsissez-faire, 
Do ye nothing, eat yonr wages, and sleep," is everywhere the passionate 
half-wise cry of this time ; and they will not so much as do nothing, but 
nrost du more Corn-laws ! We raise Fifty-two millions, from the general 
mass of us, to get our Governing done — or, alas, to get ourselves persuaded 
that it is done : and the ** peculiar burden of the Land *' is to pay, not all 
this, but to pay, as I learn, one twenty-fourth part of all this. Our first 
Chartist Parliament, or Oliver ReixtituB^ you would say, will know where 
to lay the new taxes of England ! Or, alas, taxes ? If we made the Hold- 
ers of the Lend pay every shilling still of the expense of Governing the 
Land, what were all that.? The Land, by mere hired Governors, cannot be 
got governed. You cannot hire men to govern the Land ; it is by a mission 
not contracted for in the Stock-Exchange, but felt in their own hearts as 
coming out of Heaven, that men can govern a Land. The mission of a 
Land Aristocracy is a Mocredone, in both the senses of that old word. The 
footing it stands on, at present, might give rise to thoughta other than of 
Corn-laws ! 

But truly a <* splendour of God,** as in William Conqueror's roueh oath, 
did dwell in those old rude veracious ages ; did inform, more and more, 
with a heavenly nobleness, all departm^nta of their work and life. Phan- 
tasms cotitd not yet walk abroad in mere Cloth Tailorage ; they were at 
least Phantasms ** on the rim of the Horizon,** pencilled there by an eternal 
Light-beam from within. Ajnost '* practical " Hero-worship went on, un- 
consciously or half-consciouply everywhere. A- monk Samson, with a 
maximum of two shillings in his pocket, could, without ballot-box, be made 
a Vice- king of, being seen to be worthy. The difference between a good 
tnan and a bad man was as yet felt to be, what it for ever is, an immeasurable 
one. Who durst have elected a Pandarus Dogdraught, Esq., in those days^ 
to any ofiice, Carlton Clnb, Senatorahi^ or \£«ia wwao«ivt\ V. ^%» vd^ 
ihMttbeBnh Aatanas fodnootkeT hid ac\ftu ^\ol v^V*^!*^^**^^''^ 
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that it were better for yoa to have no band in Pandanis, to- keep out of 
Paodaras bis neighbourhood! Which is to this hour the mere fact; 
though for the present, alas, the forgotten fact. I think tbej were compara- 
tively blessed times, those, in their way ! ** Violence," '* war," *' diaorder:" 
VIrell, what is war, and death itself, to such a perpetual-life-in-death, and 
** peace, peace, where there is no peace !** Unless some Hero worship, in 
its new appropriate form, can return,, this world does not promise to be veiy 
kabitnble long. 

Old Anselm, exiled Archbishop of Canterbury, one of the parest-minded 
*'* men of germis,'^ was travelling to make his appeal to Rome, against King 
Rufus— 4 man of rough wnys^ m whom the inner Light-beam shone very 
fitfully. It is beautiful to resd in Menk Eadmer how the continenUl po- 
pulations welcomed and venerated this Anaelm, as no French population 
now venerated a Jean Jacques or giant-killing Voltaire ; as not even an 
American population now venerates a Schnuspel the distinguished Novelist I 
They had, by phantasy and true insight, the* iutensest conviction that a 
God's-Blessing dwelt in this Ansekn — as it is my conviction too. They 
Crowded round with bent knees and enkindled hearts, to receive his blessing, 
to hear his voice, to see the light of his face.. My blessings on them and - 
on him ! But the notablest wss a certain necessitous or covetous Duke of 
Burgundy, in straitened circumstances we shall hope — who reflected that 
in all likelihood this English Ar«hbishopr going toward Rome to appeal, roust 
have taken store of cash with him ta bribe the Cardinals. Wherefore hs 
of Burgundy, for his part, decided to he in wait and rob him. ** In an open 
space of a wood " some "'wood " then green and growing, eight centuries 
ago, in Burgundian land — this fierce duke, with fierce steel-fullowera, shaggy, 
savage as the Russian Bear^ dashes out on the weak old Anselm, riding 
along there on his small quiet-going pony ; escorted only by Eadmer And 
another poor monk on ponies ; and, except some small modicum of road- 
money, not a gold coin in his possession. The steel-clad Russian Beaf 
emerges, glaring : the old wbiie-bearded man starts not — paces on unmoved, 
looking into it with his clear old earnest eyes, with his venerable, sorrowfaU 
time-worn face ; of whom nothing need be afraid, and who also is afraid of 
no created thing. The fierce eyes of his Burgundian Grace meet these 
clear eye-glances, convey them swift to hia heart : he bethinks him that 
probably this feeble, fearless, hoary Figure has in it something of the Most 
High God ; that probably he shall he damned if he meddle with it — that, on 
the whole, he had better not. He plunges, the rough savage, off bis war- 
horse, down to his knees, embraces the feet of old Aiiselm : he too begs bis 
blessing — orders men to escort him from being robbed, and, under dread 
penalties, see him safe on his way ! Per o» Det» as his majeaty was wont 
to ejaculate ! 

Neither is this quarrel of Rufus and AbsoIoh of Henry and Becket, qd- 
instructtve to us. It was, at bottom, a great quarrel. For, admitiinfl that 
Anselm was full of Divine Blessing, he by no means included in him all 
forms of Divine Blessing ; there were iisr other forms withal, which he little 
dreamed of ; and William Redbeard was unconsciously the reprosentstive 
and spokesman of these ! In truth, could your divine Anselm, your diviM 
Pope Gregory have bad their way, the results had been very notable. Oaf 
Western World had all become' a European Thibet,, with one Grand Lama 
sitting at Rome ; our one honourable business that of singing, masa all day 
and all night. Which would not in the least have suited ua ! The 8a« 
preme Powers willed it not so. 

It was aa if King Redbeard, nnconsciously addreaaing Anaelm, Beckett 
Mjjd the olhen, had said :. ** Right Reverend, your theory of ihe Universe it 
Mdispatnble by man or devil ; to the core ot out X^aa^x w«^ev\ \Vva>\.vKis divine 
ibit^ which yon ciU Mother ChurcU doea fi^^ l^bB>U^q^^^iVicCfcw^ft^ ^i ( ^^ ^■l» 
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tnd is and •hall be all our ■alTation and all our desire. And yet — and jet 
— Behold, thoagb it is an unspoken secret, the world is vfider iban any of as 
think, right Reverend ! Behold, there are yet other unmeasurabie sacred- 
nesses in this that you call Heathenism, Secularity ! On the whole I, in 
an obscure^ but most rooted manner, feel that I cannot comply with yoa. 
Western Thibet and perpetual mass-chaunting — No. I am, so to speak, in 
the family way ; with child, of I know pot wbat-<-certaiuly of something far 
different from this ! 1 have — Per o» Dei, I have Manchester Coiton-trMes, 
Bromwicham Iron-trades, American Commonwealths, Indian Empires, 
Steam Mechanisms, and Shakspeare Dramas in my belly, and cannot do 
it, right Revemed !" So accordingly it was decided : and Saxon Becket 
spilt bis life in Canterbury Cathedral, as Scottish Wallace did on Tower- 
Hill, an^ as generally a noble man and martyr has to do— not for nothing ; 
no, hut for a divine something, other than he had altogether calculate. 
We will now quit this of the hard organic, but limited Feudal, ages ; and 
glance timidly into the immense Industrial Ages, as yet all inorganic, and in 
a quite pulpy condition, requiring desperately to harden themselves into some 
organism I 

Our Epic having now become Toole and the Man, it is more thau usually 
impossible to prophesy the Future. The boundless Future does lie there, 
predestined — nay, already extant, though unseen ; hiding, in its continents of 
Darkness, ** Grood hap and sorrow ;" ^t the supremest intelligence of man 
cannot prefigure much of it : the united intelligence and effort of All Men 
in all coming generations, this alone will gradually prefigure it, and figure and 
form it into a seen facti Strsiniog our eyes hitherto, the utmost effort of 
intelligence sheds but some most glimmering dawn a little way into its dark 
enormous Deeps ; only huge outlines loom uncertain on the sight ; and the 
ray of prophesy at a short distance expires. But may we not say, here as 
always, Suiicient for the day is the evil thereof ! To shape the whole Fu- 
ture is not our problem ; but only to shape ftithfolly a small part of it, ac- 
cording to rules already known. It is perhaps possible for each of us, who 
will with due earnestness inquire, to ascertain clearly what he, for his own 
Mirt, ought to do ; this let him, with true heart, do, and continue doing. 
The general issue will, as it has always done, rest well with a Higher In- 
telligence than ours. 

One grand '* outline,** or even two, many earnest readers may perhaps, 
•t this stsffe of the business, be able to prefigure for themselves — and draw 
some guidance from. One prediction, or even two are already possible. 
For theLifetree Igdrasil in all its new developements, is the self-same world- 
old Lifetree, having found an element or elements there, running from the 
very roots of it, in Hela*s Realms, in the Well of Miner, and of the Three 
Normans or Timee, up to this present hour of it in our own hearts, we con- 
clude that such will have to continue. A man has, in his own soul, an Eter- 
nal ; can read something of the Eternal there, if he will look ! He already 
knows what will continue ; what cannot, by any means of appliance what- 
Mever, be made to continue ! ^ 

One wide and widest ** outline " ought really, in all ways, to be becoming 
clear to us : this, namely : That a ** Splendour of God,** in one form or 
other, wiU have to nnfold itself from the heart of these our Industrial Ages 
too : or they will never get themselves ** organized :** but continue chaotic, 
distressed, distracted evermore, and have to perish in frantic suicidal dis- 
solution. A second ** outline '* or prophecy narrower, but also wide enough, 
seems not less certain : That there will again be a king in Israel : t 
system of Order and Government : and every man shall, in some measure, 
see himself constrained to do that which is right in the King*s eyes ! This 
too we may call a sure element of the Future *. ^oi iVvxaXno vacA x^^yw roi^y 
ihiAiooh of the Prearati though bidden, frooi mmX v «D!^«S99GMQX'\>.\»^teiA 
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of the Past erer wat. An netaal n«w Sov«rdgiity, Indoatrial Arittoencj, 
is indispensable and indubitable for ns. 

But what an Aruitociiicy ; on what new, far more complex and efranin^ 
devisod conditions than that old Feudal fightini^ one ! Foi we are to bethink 
vs that the Epic yerily is not Amu tmd the Man^ bmi Tools and the Man-^ 
an infinitely wid«r kind of Epic. And asain we are to bethink oa that we 
eannot now be bound to men by brats cSiars — not at all : that this brass- 
collar method, in all figures of it, has*vanished out of Europe for evemaore ! 
Huge Democracy, walking the streets everywhere in its Sack Coat, has aa- 
setted so much, irrevocably, brooking nor eply ! True enoash, man is for 
erer the ** bom thrall '' of certain men bom master of certain ouier men, boni> 
equal of certain others, let him acknowledge the fact or not. It is unblessed 
for him when he- cannot acknowledge this hci ; he is in the thaotic atate, 
ready to perish, till he do get the fact acknowledged. But no man is, or 
can henceforth be, the brass- collar thrall of any man ; yon will have to bind 
him by other, far nobler, and cuuninger methods. Once for all, he is to be 
kyose of the brass-collar, to hare a scope, as wide as his fiicalties now art : 
will he not be all the usefuiler to you in that new state t Let him go 
abroad as a trusted one, as a free one ; and return home to yon with fkh 
earnings at night ! Gurth could only tend pigs ; this one will build citiefl, 
conquer waste worlds. How, in conjunction with incTitable Democracy, 
indispensable Sovereignty is to exist : certainly it is the hogest question ever 
heretofore propounded to mankind ! The solution of which is work for long 
years and centuries. Years and centuries of one knows not what complex- 
ion ; blessed or unblessed, according as they shall, with earnest valiant at- 
feet, make progress therein, or m slothful unverscity and dilettantiara only 
talk of making progress. For either progress therein, or swift and ever 
swifter progress toward dissolution, is henceforth a necessity. 

It is of imporunce that this grand reformation were begun ; that Corn-law 
Debatings and other jargon, little less than delirious in such a time, had fied 
far away, and left us room to begin ! For the evil has grown practical, ex- 
tremely conspicuous ; if it be not seen and provided for, the blindest fool will 
have to feel it 'ere long. There is much that can wait ; but there b somo* 
thing also that cannot wait With millions of eager Working men impri- 
aoned in ** Impossibility ** and Poor-law Bastilles, it is time that some means 
of dealinff with them were trying to become ** possible !*' Of the Govern- 
ment of England, of all articulate-speaking functionaries, real and imaginary 
iknstocracies, of me and of thee, it is imperatively demanded, ** How do 
you mean to manage these men 1 Where are they to find a sappottaUe 
existence 1 What is to become of them — and of you?" 



CHAPTER II. 

BB^BtRY COmilTTBB. 

Iir the case of the late Bribery Committee it seemed to be the eonoloami 
of fhe soundest practical minda that Bribery could not be put down ; that 
Pure Election waa a thing we had aeen the last of, and must now |0 ob 
without as we best could. A conclusion not a little aUrUing; to which it 
requires a practical mind of aome aeaaooing to reconcile youraelf at oneo ! 
It seems, then, we are henceforth to get ourselves constituted Legialatora, 
not according to what merit we may Imvo, or even what merit we may seam 
to have, but according to the length of our puree and our frankneaa, impu- 
dence and dexterity in laying out the contents of the same. Our theoij 
written down in ail books and law-books, spouted forth from aJl barrel-haada, 
is perfect parity of ten-pound francbiae, aViauWXia a\D«atvV| %i <\iMatiou pat 
spa answer gifwt ; and our praciiee iainMMdMkAA WAmti \ VxtamatfiaYM^ 
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UDpanishtUe, which you will do more barm than good 1^ attempting to 
punish ! Once more, a rery startling conclusion indeed \ which, whatever 
the soundest practical minds in Parliament may think of it, invites all Bri- 
tish men to meditations of various kinds. 

A Parliament, one would say, which proclaims itself elected and eligible 
by bridery, tells the nation that is governed by it a piece of very singular 
news. Bribery : have we reflected what bribery is t Bribery means not 
only length of purse, which is neither qualification nor the contrary for legis- 
lating well ; but it means dishonesty, and even impudent dishonesty ; 
brasen insensibility to lying and to making others lie ; total oblivion, find 
flinging overboard for the nonce, of any real thing you call veracity, mora- 
lity ; with deztrooa potting on the cast-clothes of that real thing, and strut- 
ting about in them ! What Legislating can you get out of a man in that 
fatal situation 1 None that will profit much, one would think I A Legis- 
ator who has left his veracity lying on*the door-threshokl, he, why sucely As 
—ought to be sent out to seek it again ! 

Heavens, what an improvement, were there once fairly, in Downing-street, 
an Election-office opened, with a Tariff of Boroughs ! Such and such a 
population, amount of property-tax, ground- rental, eztent-of- trade ; returns 
two Members, returns one Member, for so much money down : Ipswich so 
many thoosands, Nottingham so many — as they happened, one by one, to 
fsU into this new Downing-street Schedule A ! An incalculable improve- 
ment, in comparison : for now at least you have it fairly by length of purse, 
and leave the dishonesty, the impodence, the unveracity all handsomely 
aside. Length of purse and desire to be a Legislator ought to get a man 
into Parliament^ not loi/A, but, if possible, vnthnutf the unveracity, the impo- 
dence, and the dishonesty ! Length of purse and desire, these are, as intrin- 
sic qualifications, correctly equal to zero ; but they are not yet U99 than 
zero, as the smallest edition of that lattter sort will make them ! 

And ia it eome to this t And does our venerable Parliament announce 
itself elected and eligible in this manner 1 Surely such a parliament pro- 
mulgates strange horoscopes of itself. What is to become of a Parliament 
elected or eliffible in this manner 1 Unless Belial and Beelzebub have ^ot 
possession of the throne of this Universe, such Parliament is preparmg 
Itself for new reform-bills. We shall have to try it by Chartism, or any 
conceiveabletjm, rather than put up with this ! There is already in Eng- 
land ** religion " enough to get six hundred and fifty-eight Consulting Men 
brought together who do mU begin with a lie in their mouth. Our poor 
old Parliament, thousands of years old, is still good for something, for several 
things : though many are banning to ask, with ominous anxiety, in these 
days, " For what thing V* But for whatever thing and things Parliament be 
good, indisputably it most start with other than a lie in its mouth ^ On the 
whole, a Parliament working with a lie in its mouth, will have to take itself 
away. To no Parliament or thing that one has heard of, did this Universe 
ever long yield harbour on that footing. At all hours of the day and night 
some Chartism is advancing, some armed Oromwell- is advancing, to 
apprise such Parliament : ** 1 e are no Parliament. In the name of God- 
go!" 

In sad troth, once more, how is onr whole existence, in these present 
days, built on Cant, Speciosity, Falsehood, Diletuntism ; with this one 
serious veracity in it : Mammonism ! Dig down where you will, through 
the Parliament floor or elsewhere, how infallibly do yon, at spade*s depth 
below the surface, come upon this universal LtarVrock Substratum 1 Much 
else is ornamental ; tme on barrel-beads, in pulpits, hustings. Parliamentary 
benches ; but this w for ever true and truest : " money does bring money's 
worth ; Put money in your purse." Ueie, \( imwVk^i^ «\»a,\%>Sa ^^\»aa>k 
touUuU ia tboroagh eameft ;. aincen n'lOd % pxo^«C««a««»xi \ v^^' 
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Hell of the Engliih,*' u Saaerteig Mid, ** i« Um infiDite terror of Not gettmf 
on, especially of not making money." With resaits .' 

To many persmi the horoscope of Parliament is more intereeting than 
to me : but surely all men wiih souls most admit that sending members to 
Parliament by bribery is an infamous solecism ; an act entirely immoral, 
which no man can have to do with, more or less, but he will soil bis fingers- 
more or less. No Carlton CJlubs, Reform Clubs, nor any sort of clubs or 
creatures, or of accredited opinions or practices, can make a Lie Troth, can 
make Bribery a Propriety. The Parliament should really either ponbh and 
put away Bribery, or legalize it by some office in Downing- street 1 As I 
read the Apocalypses, a Parliament that can do neither of these things is 
not in a good way. And yet, alas, what of Parliaments and their Elections ? 
Psrliamentary Elections are but the topmost ultimate outcome of an eleo- 
tioneering which goes on at all hours in all places, in every meeting of two 
or more men. It is um that vote wrong, and teach the poor ragged Freemen 
of Boroughs to vote wrong. We pay respect to those worthy of no respect 

Is not Pandarns Dogdraught a member of select clubs, and admitted into 
the drawing-rooms of men 1 Visibly to all persons he is -of the oflU of Crea^ ' 
tion ; but he carries money in his purse, due lacker on his dog-visa^ and 
it is believed will not steal spoons. The human species does not with one 
voice, like the Hebrew Psalmist, ** shun to sit " with Dogdraught, refuse 
totally to dine with Dogdraught ; men called of honour are willing enomrii 
to dine with him, his talk being lively — and his champaign excellent. W* 
say to ourselves, " The man is in good society,*' — othera have already voted 
for him ; why should not 1 1 We forget the indefeasible right of property 
that Satan bias in Dogdrau^t-^we are not afraid to be near Dogdraught ! 
It is we that vote wroM, blindly, nay, with falsity prepense ! It is we that 
no longer know the difference between human Worth and homan Unwortb ; 
or feel that the one is admirable, and alone admirable, the other detestable, 
damnable ! How shall we 6nd out a Hero and Vice-king Samson with a 
maximum of two shillings in his pocket 1 We have no chance to do such ■ 
thing. We have got out of the Ages of Heroism, deep into the Aoee of 
Flunkeyism — and must ratum or die. W*hat a noble set of mortals are 
we, who, because there is no Saint Edmund threatening us at the rim of 
the horizon, are not afraid to be whatever, for the day and noor, is smoolheet 
for us ! 

And now, in oood sooth, why should an indigent discerning Freeomi 

Sive his vote without bribes 1 Let us rather honour the poor man that he 
oes discern clearly wkerain lies for him the true kernel of the matter. What 
is it to the ragged grimy Freeman of a Ten-pound Franchise Borough whe- 
ther Aristides Rigmarole, Esquire, of the Destructive, or the Hon. Alcidee 
Dolittle of the Conservative Psrty, be sent to Parliament ;' much more 
whether the two-thousandth part of them be sent, for that is the amount of 
his faculty in it ? Destructive or Conservative, what will either of them 
destroy or conserve of vital moment to this Freeman 1 Hal he found either 
of them care, at bottom, a sixpence for him or his interests, or those of hb 
class, or of his cause or of any class or cause that is of much value to GM 
or to man ! Rigmarole and Dolittle have alike cared for themselves hitherto, 
and for their own digue, and setf-conceited crotchets ^their greasy disho- 
nest interests of pudding, or windy dishoneat interests of praise ; and not 
very perceptibly for any other interest whatever. Neither Rigmarole nor 
Dolittle will accomplish any good or any evil for this grimy Freeman, like 
giving him a five-poand note, or rafoaing to give it him. It will be smooth- 
est to vote according to valae received. That is the veritable fact, end the 
indunBt, like othen that are not indigent, acta conformably. 
Why, reader, truly if they asked &ee or mA ^^ wYi\!c\^ wv^ <«« xMant to 
W9te f" wen it not our likelieet intwei, «' lilwlCbn ^nvf V V «» ^ t sBBi.i^««aA. 
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r, win.r«e€if e no bribe ; bot alto I will not TOta for either of these 
men. Neither Rigmarole nor DolitUe shall, by furtherance of mine, go and 
make laws for this country. I will have no hand in soch a mission. How 
dare I ! If other men cannot be got in England, a totally other sort of men, 
different as light is from dark, as star-fire is from streeumod, what is the 
use of YOtings or of Parliaments in England 1 England ought to resign her- 
self ; there is no hope or possibility for England. If England cannot get 
her Knaves and Dastards '* arrested '* in some degree, but only get them 
" elected," what is to become of England 1 

I conclude with all confidence that England will rerily huTe to put an end 
to briberies, on her Election Hustings and elsewhere, at what cost soerer ; 
and likewise that we. Electors and Eligibles, one and all of us, for our own 
behoof and hers, cannot too soon begin, at what cost soever, to pot an end 
to bribeabiliiies in ourselves. The death- leprosy, attacked in this manner, 
by purifying lotions from without, and by rallying of the vital energies and 
purities frotn within, will probably abate somewhat ! It has otherwise no 
chance to abate. 



CHAPTER III. 

TBI ONI INSTITUTION. 

What our Government. can do in this grand Problem of the Working 
Classes of England 1 Tos, supposing the insane Corn-laws totally abo- 
lished, all speech of them ended, and " from ten to twenty years of new pos- 
sibility to live and find wages " conceded us in consequence : what the 
English Government might be expected to accompliah or attempt toward 
rendering the existence of oar labouring millions somewhat less anomalous, 
somewhat less impossible, in the years that are to follow those " ten or 
twenty," if either *• ten " or *♦ twenty " there be 1 

It is the most momentous question. For all this of the Corn-law abro- 
gation, and what can follow therefrom, is but as the shadow on King Heae- 
kiah*s Dial : the shadow has gone back twenty years ; but will again, in 
spite of Free-trades and Abrogations, travel forward its old fated way. 
With our present system of individual Mammonism and Government by 
Laissez-faire, this nation cannot live. And if in the priceleas interim some 
new lite and healing be not foand, there is no second respite to be counted 
on. The shadow on the Dial advances thenceforth without pausing. What 
can Government do ? This that they call ** organizing of Labour " is, if 
well understood, the Problem of the whole Future, for all who will in future 
pretend to govern men. Bot our first preliminary stage of it. How to deal 
with the actual Labouring Millions of England ? this is the imperatively 
pressing Problem of the Present, pressing with a truly fearful intensity and 
imminence in these very years and days. No Government can longer ne- 
glect it : once more, what can our Government do in it 1 

Govemlnents are of very various degrees of activity : some altogether 
lazy Governments, In " free countries " as they ate called, seem in these 
times almost to profess to do, if not nothing, one knows not at first what. 
To debate in Parliament, and g[ain maiorities ; and ascertain who shall be, 
with a toil hardly second to Ixion*s, the Prime speaker and spoke-holder, 
and keep the Ixion*s wheel going, if not forward, yet round 1 Not alto- 
gether so : mnch, to the experienced eye, is not what it seems ! Chancery 
and certain other Law-Courts seem nothing ; ^et, in fact, they are, the 
worst of them, something : chimneys for the devilry and contention of men 
to escape by ; a very considerable something ! Parliament too has its tasks, 
if thou will look ; fit to wear out the lives of tou^^tX xmeo^. *\>q>!^ ^^^ai- 
brated KUkeany Cats, throogh their luinQ\VQQ\iacoii^«i!i^^«a.'«^KiC^A^">' ^ 
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Night, could they be taid to do nothing 1 Hadst thoa been of them^ thoB 
hadist seen ! The feline beast laboured, as with steam np— to the bursting 
point ; and death-doing energy nenred eveiy muscle : they had a work then ; 
and did it ! On the morrow two tails were found left, and peaceable anni- 
hilation ; the neighbourhood delivered from despair. 

Affain, are not Spinning Dervishes an eloquent emblem, aignifieant of 
much 1 Haat thou noticed him, that solemn-visaged Turk, the eyes shut ; 
4ingy wool mantle circularly hiding his 6gare ; bell-shaped ; like a dingy 
bell set spinning on the tonpieof it 1 By "centrifogal force the dingy wool 
tnantle heaves itself; spreads more and more, like upturned cup widening 
into upturned saucer : thus spins he, to the praise of Allah and adrantage 
of his country, fast and foster, till collapse ensue, and sometimes death ! 

A Government such as ours, consisting of from seven to eight hundred 
Parlismentary Talkers, with their escort of able Editors and Public Opinion ; 
and for head, certain Lords snd servants of the Treasury, and Chief Secre- 
taries and others, who find themselves at once Chiefs and No'Cbiefs, and 
often commanded rather than commanding — is doubtless a most complicate 
entity and none of the alertest for getting on with business ! Clearly 
enough, if the Chiefs be not self-motive and what we call men, but mere 
patient lay -figures without self-motive principle, the Government will not 
move any whither ; it will tumble disastrously, and jumble, round its own 
axis, as for many years past we have seen it do. And yet a self-motife 
man who is not a lay-figure, place him in the heart of what entity you may, 
will make it move more or less ! The absurdest in Nature he will make a 
little less absurd, he. The unwieldliest he will make to move ; that ia the 
use of his existing, then. He will at least have the manfulness to depart 
out of it, if not ; to say, ** I cannot move in thee, and be a man ; like a 
wretched drift ^log dressed in man's clothes and minister's clothes, doomed 
to a lot baser than belongs to hian, I will not continue with thee, tumbling 
aimless on the Mother of Dead Dogs here : adieu !** 

For on the whole it ia the lot of Chiefs everywhere, this same. No 
Chief in the most despotic country but was a servant withal ; at once an 
Absolute commanding General, and a poor Orderly Serjeant, ordered by the 
▼ery men in the ranks — obliged to collect the vote of the ranks too, in some 
articulate or inarticulate shape, and weigh well the same. The propor 
name of all kings is minister. Servant. In no conceivable Government can 
a lay -figure g|et forward ! 7%w Worker, surely he above all others haa to 
spread out his Gideon Fleece, and collect the monitiona of Immensity: 
the poor Ijocalities, as we snid, and Parishes of Palace-yard er vlsewtiere, 
haviiiff no doe monition in them. A Prime Mnnsier even here in England, 
who shall dare believe the heavenly omens, and address himself like a man 
and hero to the great dumb-struggling heart of England ; and speak out for 
it, and act out for it, the God's-Jostice it is writhing to get uttered, -and 
perishing for want of — ^yes, he too will see Dwafken round him, in paaaronato 
burning all defiant loyalty, the heart of England, .and such a ** aupport '* as 
no Division*list or Parliamentary Majority was ^er yet Icnown to yield a 
man ! Here as there, now hs then, he who can and dare trust the Heavenly 
Immensities, all earthly Localities are subject to him. We will pray for 
such a man and First- Lord ; yes, and far better, we will strive ana incea- 
•antly make ready, «ach of us, to be worthy to serve and second such • 
Fifst-Lord. We shall then be aa good as sure of his arriving ; euro Of 
many things, let him arrive or not. 

Who can despair of Governmenta thatpasses a 8oldier*a guard-hooae, 

meets a red-coated man on the streets ! That a body of men could ho got 

iagetber to kilt other men when you bade them : this, a jnriorit doea it not 

Meem one of the impoaaiblest things 1 "¥ e\ \ooVL,\>«Vio\d w *. \xi \^ atolidert 

p/ Jhnotbiog Gov oroments thai imponibVlity aa il \!bAii^ 4oda, ^KAix^aMxv 
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vvixh Hxsff belts, rtd coats on its back ; walking ssntry at gnard-houses, 
brosfaing white breeches in barracks ; an indisputable palpable fact. . Oat 
of gray Antiquity, amid all finance diflSculties, Scaccarhim Tallies, ship* 
moneys, coat-and-condoct moneys, and vicissitude of chance and time, 
there down to the present blessed hour it is. 

Often in these painfully decadent and nascent Times, with their distresses, 
inarticulate gaspings, and *' impossibilities ;** meetings tali Life Guardsman 
in his snow-white trousers, or seeing those two statuesque Life Guards- 
men in their frownins bearskins, pipe-clayed buckskins, on their coal-black, 
sleek, fiery quadrupeds, riding sentry at the Horse Guards — it strikes one with 
a kind of mournful interest how, in such universal down-rushing and wrecked 
impotence of almost all old institutions, this oldest Fighting Institution is stiU 
•o young. Fresh complexioned, firm-limbed, six feet by the standard, this 
fighting nan has yerily been got up, and can fight. While so much has 
not yet got intp being ; while so much has gone gradually out of it and be- 
come an empty semblance or clothes-suit ; and highest KingVcloaks, mere 
chimeras parading under them so long, are getting unsightly to the earnest 
eye, unsi^tly, almost offensive, like a costlier kind of scare-crow*s blanket 
-—here still is a reality ! 

The man in horsehair wig advances, promising that he will get me ** jus- 
tice f * he takes me into Chancery Law-courts, into decades, half centuries 
of hubbub, of distracted jargon ; and does get me disappointment, almost 
desperation; and one refuge : that of dismissing him and his "justice'* 
altogether out of my head. For I have work to do ; I cannot spend my 
decades in mere arguing with other men about the exact wages of my work : 
I will work cheerfully with no wages, sooner than with a ten years* gan- 
grene or Chancery Law-suit in my heart ! He of the horsehair wig is a 
sort of failure ; no substance, but a fond imagination of the mind. He of 
the shovel-hat, again, who comes forward professing that he will save mj 
•oul — O ye Eternities, of him, in this place be absolute silence ! But he 
of the red coat, I say, is a success and no failure ! He will veritably, if he 
get orders, draw out a long sword and kill me. No mistake there. He is 
a fact and not a shadow. Alive in this year. Forty-three, able and willing 
to do his work. In dim old centuries, with William Rufus, William of 
Ipres, or far earlier, he began ; and has come down safe so far. Catspult 
has given place to cannon, pike has given place to musket, iron mail-shirt 
to coat of^ red cloth, saltpetre rope-match to percussion cap ; equipments 
circumstances have all changed, and again changed : but the human battle- 
engine, in the inside of any or each of these, ready still to do battle, stands 
there, six feet in standard size. There are Pay Offices, Woolwich Arse- 
nals ; there is a Horse Guards, War-oflke, Captain-general ; persuasive 
Sergeants, with tap of drum, recruit in market towns and villages ; and, on 
the whole, I say, here is your actual drilled fighting-man ; here are your 
actual Ninety thousand of such ; ready to go into any quarter of the world 
and fight ! 

Strange, interesting, and yet moat mournful to reflect on. Was this, 
then, of all the things mankind had some talent for, the one thing important to 
learn well, and bring to periection : this of successfully killing one anetherl 
Truly you have learned it well, and carried the business to a high perfection. 
It is incalculable what, by arranging, commanding* and regimenting, you 
can make of men. Three thousand straight-standing firm-set individuals, 
who shoulder arras, who march, wheel, advance, retreat, and are, for your 
behoof, a magazine charged with fiery death, in the most perfect condition 
of potential activity ; few months aso, till the persuasiye sergeant csme, 
what were they ? Multiform ragged losels, runaway a9\)reniice«x «v».\n^ 
weavers, thievish valets ; an entirely broVLen po^^Wxfvck — \wxx*xAvci%\rw'»V 
tte imdmill. Bat the persaative aergeaiW cama \ Vj Va^ ^"i towa.«d5»!«^ 
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or foaDd lists of tbem, took heartilf to drilling them ; and bo and yo« faoiro 
Btde them this ! Most potent, effectual for all work whatsoever, is wise 
planning, firm combining and commanding among men. Let no man dee- 
pair of Governments who look on these two sentries at the Horse Guards, 
and our United Service Clubs ! I could conceive an Emigration Service, a 
Teaching Service, considerable varieties of the United and Separate Ser- 
irices, of the due thousands strong, all effective as this Fighting Service is; 
all doing their work, like it ; which work, much more than Fishting, is 
henceforth the necessiry of these New Ages we are' got into ! Much lies 
among us, convulsively, nigh desperately struggling to be bam. 

But mean Governments, as mean limited individuals do, have stood bj tbo 
physically indispensable ; have realized that and nothing more. Tbo 
soldier is perhaps one of the most difficult things to realize ; but Govern- 
ments, had they not realizAd him, could not have existed : accordingly be is 
here. O Heavens, if we saw an army ninety thousand strong, maintained 
and fully equipped, in continual real action and battle against Human Starva- 
tion, against Chaos, Necessity, Stupidity, and our real ** natural enemies," what 
a business were it ! Fighting and molesting not " the French,** who, poor 
men, have a hard enough battle of their own in the like kind, and need no 
additional molesting from us — but fightinfr and incessantly spearing down 
and destroying Falsehood, Nescience, Delusion, Disorder, and the Devil 
and his Angels ! Thou thyself, cultivated reader, hast done soroethiog in 
that ajpne true warfare^; but, alas, under what circumstances was it 1 'Aeo 
no beneficent drill-sergeant, with any effectiveness, would rank in line boaido 
thy fellows ; train, like a true didactic artist, by the wit of all past experienco 
to do thy soldiering ; encourage thee when right, punish thee when wrong, 
and everywhere with wise word -of- command say. Forward on this hand, 
Forward on that ! Ah, no : thou hadst to learn thy small-sword and platoon 
exercise where and how thou couldst ; to all mortals but thyself it was in- 
different whether thou shouldst ever learn it. And the rations, and shilling 
a day, were they provided thee — reduced as I have known brave Jean- 
Pauls, learning their exercise, to lire on ** water toithout the bread 1** Tho 
rations ; or any fartherance of promotion to Corporalship, Lance-Corporal- 
sbip; or due cat-o'-nine-tails, with the slightest reference to thy deserts, 
were not provided. Forethought even ssof a pipe-H:layed drill-sergeant, did 
not preside over thee. To Corporalship, Lance- Corporalship, thou didst 
attain ; alas, also to the halberts and cat : but thy rewarder and punisher 
seemed blind as the Deluge : neither lance-corporalship nor even diommer*B 
cat, because both appeared delirious, brought thee due profit ! 

It was well, all this, we know ; and yet it was not well ! Forty soldiers, 
I am told, will disperse the largest Spitalfields mob : forty to ten thou- 
sand, that is the proportion between drilled and undrilled. Much there is 
which cannot yet he organized in this world ; but somewhat also which 
can, somewhat also which must. When one thinks, for exsmple, what 
Books are become and becoming for us, what Operative Jjancashires are 
become ; what a Fourth Estate and innumerable Virtualities not yet got to 
be ActusHties are become and becoming— one sees organwms enough in 
the dim huge Future ; and ** united services ** ^ite other than the red coat 
one ; and much, even in these years, struggling to be born. 

Of Time-bill, Factory-bill, and other such Bills the .present Editor has no 

aothority to speak. He knows Tu>t '(it is for other than he to know) in 

what specific ways it may be feasible to interfere, with Legislation, betwem 

the Workers and the Master Workers ; knows only and sees, what all men 

are beginning to see, that Legislative interference, and interferences not a 

Jbtr, Mre jV/J/spensable ; that as a lawless anarchy of supply-and-demand, on 

market wagea alone, this province o( iVxnfLs cawwox. \oik\g6\ ^ V««.. Nay, 

doterfereacM ba§ begun : theio are lAcaad^ FacXm^ \im!^««x«(%^ 'ii>DA iMmxia 
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h»T« m> Ituk of work. Perhaps there might be Mine Inepectore too : might 
there not be Farronrfield Intpectora withal, and ascertain for os how on 
seven and sixpence a week a human family does live ! Interference has 
began, must continue, must extensively enlarge itself^ deepen and sharpen 
itself. Such things cannot longer be idly lapped in darkness, and sufifered to 
go on anseen : the Heavens do see them ; the corse, not the blessing, of the 
Heavens is on an Earth that refuses to see them. 

Again, are not Sanitary ReguiHtions possible for a Legislatore ? The 
old Koinans had their ^diles, who would, I think, iif direct contravention 
to supply-and-demand, have rigorously seen rammed up into total Abolition 
many a foul cellar in our Southwarks, Samt- Gileses, and dark poison lanes ; 
saying, sternly, '* Shall a Roman Man dwell there 1" the Legislature, at 
whatever cost of consequences, would have had to answer, ** God forbid !*' 
The Legislature, even as it now is, could order all dingy Manufacturing 
Towns to cease from their soot and darkness, to let in the blessed sunlight, 
the blue of Heaven, and become clear and clean ; to bum their coal smoko 
namely, and make flame of it. Baths, free air,, a wholesome temperature, 
ceilings twenty feet high, might be ord^iined, by Act of Parliament, in aU 
EstaUishmeat licensed as Mills. There are such Mills already extant ; 
honour to the builders of them ! The Legislature can say to others : Go 
ye and do likewise; l)etter if you can. 

Every toiling Maackester, its smoke and soot all burnt, ought it not, among 
so many world-wide conquests, to have a htmdred acres or so of free greenfield 
with trees oa it, conquered for its little children to disport in ; for its dl-con- 
qoering workers to take a breath of twilight air in ? You would say so T A 
willing Legislature eoald say so with effect. A willing Legislature could say 
very many things ! And to whatsoever " vested interest " or such-like stood 
«p, gainsaying merely, " I shall lose profits !'* the willing Legislature would 
answer, " Yes, but my sons and daugoters will gain health, life, and a soul." 
" What is to beeome of our Cotton-trade T" cried certain Spinners, When the 
Factory-bill was proposed ; " What is to become of our invaluable Cotton- 
trade ?" The Humanity of England answered steadfastly ; *' Deliver me those 
rickety perishing souls of infants, and let your Cotton-trade take its chanee. 
God himself comrauids the one thing ; not God especially the other thing. We 
cannot have prosperous Cotton-trades at the expense of keeping the Devil a 
partner in them {" 

Bills enough, were the Corn-law Abrogation Bill once passed, and a Legisla- 
ture willing ! Nay, this one Bill, which lies yet unenacted, a right Education 
Bill, is not this of itself the sure parentof innura<»rable wise Bills — wise regula- 
tions, practical methods and proposals, gradually ripening toward the state of 
Bills ? To irradiate with intelligenee, that is to say, with order, arrangement, 
and all blessedness, the Chaotic, Unintelligent; how, except by educating, am 
you accomplish this ? That thought, reflection, articulate utterance and under- 
standing be awakened in these individual million beads, which are the atoms 
of your Chaos ; there is no other way of illuminating any Chaos ! The sum- 
total of intelligence that is found in it. determines the extent of order that is 
possit^e for your Chaos — the feasibility and rationality of what your Chaos 
will dimly demand from you, will gladly obey when proposed by you ! ft is an 
exact equation ; the one accurately measures the other. If the whole English 
People, during these " twenty years of respite," be not educated, with at least 
schoolmaster's educating, a tremendous responsibility before God and men will 
rest somewhere ! How dare any man, especially a man calling himself minister 
of God, stand up in any Parliament or place, under any pretext or delosion, and, 
for a day or an hour, fortnd God*s lisht to come into the world, and bid the 
Devil's Darkness continue in it one hour more ! For all light and science, 
under all shapes, in all degrees of perfection, is of God ; all darkness, all 
nescience, is of the enemy of God. The schoolmaster's creed is somewhat 
awry ? Yes, I have found few creeds entirely correct ; few light-beams shining 
wAife, pure of admixture ; but of all creeds and religions now or ever before 
known, was not that of thoughtless, thriftless Anima\\«m,Qi< VS\«x\\\ft^^vtw^«»A. 
Stupor and Despair, unspeakably the \easl ot1VvoAox\ '^^^x^ «s3t«»^^ .^ 
0ren with Pagamam, with Petishitm •, and, on\!^e frtwAe,nwA««3b»»|^ '^.-wt^ 
Momething. 
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An effeotiTe " Teadiiog Senrice '* I do consider that tliere mait be aamt 
Education-Secretary, Captain-General of Teachers, who*wiII actually contrire 
to get us taught. Then asain, why should there not be an '* Emigration Ser- 
tice," and Secretary, with adjuncts, with funds, iorces. idle Navy-ships, and 
ever-increasing apparatus ; in fine, an effective Syattm of Easigrstion — so tbat^ 
at length, before our twenty years of respite ended, every honest willing work- 
man who found England too strait, and the " O^aniaation of Laboar ** not yet 
sufficiently advanced, might find likewise a bridge Imilt to carry him into new 
Western Lands, there to (Nrganiae with more elbow-room some Labour for 
himself? There to be a real blessing, raising new com for n», purchasing new 
webs and hatchets from us ; leaving us at least in peace — instead of stayii^; 
here to be a Physical-force Chartist, unblessed and no blessing ! is <tt not 
scandalous to consider that a Prime Minister could raise within the year, as I 
kave seen it done, a Hundred and Twenty Millions Sterling to shoot the French ; 
snd we are stopp>ed short for want of the hundredth part of that to keep the 
English living f The bodies of the English living ; ana the souls of the English 
living ; these two ** Services,'' an Education Service and an Emigration Ser» 
vice, these with others will actually have to be organized I 

A free bridge for Kmigrauts ; why, we should then be on a pvr with America 
itself, the most favoured t>f all lands that have no Government ; and we should 
have, besides, so many traditions and mementos of priceless things whidt 
America has cast away. We could proceed deliberately to ** organize Labour,** 
sot doomed to perish unless we effected it within year and day ; every willing 
Worker that proved superfluous, hnding a bridge ready for him. Tbia verily 
will have to be done ; the Time is big with this. Our little Isle is grown too 
narrow for us, but the world is wide enough yet for another Six thousand Years. 
England's sure markets will be amon^^ new Colonies of Englishnwn in all 
quarters of the Globe. All men trade with all men, when mutually convenienli 
and are iMund to do it by the Maker of Men ; our friends of China who gailtily 
refused to trade, in these circumstances — had we not to argue with them, in 
cannon shot at last, and convince them that they ought to trade ! " Hostile 
Tariffs " will rise, to shut ns out ; and then again will faU« to let na in ; hot tte 
Sons of England speakers of the En(;lish language were it nothing more, will 
in all times hnve the ineradicable predisposition to trade with Eog land. Mycaht 
was the Pan-Ionion, rendezvous of all the Tribes of ion, for old Greece ; why 
should not London long continue the AU-Saxon home, rendezvous of all tfaia 
^ Children of the Harz-Kock " arriving in select samples, from the Antipodes 
and elsewhere, by steam and otherwise, to the *' season *' here ! What a Future ; 
wide as the world, if we have the heart and heroism for it— which, by God's 
blessing, we shall— 

Keep not standing teed and rooted, In what land the ran does visit. 

Briskly venture, Ix-iikly roam ; Tarely we, whatever betide ! 

Head and hand, where'er thou foot it. To give s]Musa for wandering is it 

And itout heart are still at home. That the world was made so wide.* 

Fourteen hundred years ajgo it was by a considerable ** Emigration Service," 
never doubt it, by much enlistment, discussion, and apparatus, that we ourselves 
arrived in this remarkable Island— and got into our present difficulties among 
others I 

It is true, the English Legislature, like the English People, ii of slow temper ; 

lentially conservative. In our wildest periods of reform, in the long PWrlia- 

nt itself, you notice always the invincible instinct to hold fast br the Old ; 

to admit the minimum of New ; to expand, if it be possible, some old habit or 

method, already found fruitful, into new growth for the new need. It is an 

instinct worthy of all honour ; akin to all strength and all wisdom. The Fkiture 

hereby is not dissevered from the Past, but based continuously on it ; grows 

with all the vitalities of the Past, and is rooted down deep into the beginnings 

of us. The English Legislature ia entirely repugnant to believe in " new 

epochs." The £nglish Legislature does not ocinipy itself with epochs ; has, 

indeed, other business to do than looking at the Time Horologe and hearing it 

tick ! Nevertheless new epochs do actually coiite ; and with them new imueri- 

ifos peremptory necessities— so that even an English Legislature has to look 

ap, and aamit, though with reluctance, thai the hour has struck. The hour 

As yj'ng struck, let us not say '' impoasiUe *,'* it w'\\\\\ave \o V^ m»i^«\ ^ Coa^ 

Um/y to the bkbiu of Parliament, the habiu o( Qo^etnmbvxV X«a\\NX "' ' 

• Goethe. WOkAm Msistv. 
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nkf Parlitment or Grorerament ever sit in a year Forty-three before T One of 
tile most onginal unexampled Vearsand Epochs ; in several important respeots, 
totally unlike any otiier. For Time, all-edacious and all-feracious, does^rooTa 
on ; and the Seven Sleepers, awakening hungry after ahundred years, find that 
k is nut their old nurses who can now give Mem suck ! 

For the rest, let not any Parliament, Aristocracy, Milloeracy, or member of 
the Governing Class, condemn with much triumph this sqsall specimen of 
" remedial measures ;** or ask a^in, with the least anger, of this Editor : What 
is to be done. How that alarming problem of the Working Classes is to be 
managed ? Editors are not here, foremost of all, to say How. A certain lEditar 
thanks the gods that nobody pays him three hundred thousand a year : two 
hundred thousand, twenty thousand, or any similar sum of cash, for saving How y 
that his wages are very diftereat, his work somewhat fitter for him. An editor's 
stipulated work is to apprise thee that it must be done. X^e " way to do it ** 
is to try it, knowing that thou shalt die if it be not done. There is the bara 
back, there is the web of cloth ; thou shalt cut me a coat to cover the bare back, 
those whose trade it is. ** Impossible V Hapless Fraction, dost thou discern 
Fate then, half unveiling herself in the ^oom of the future, with her gibbbt- 
cords, her steel-whips, and very authentic Tailor's Hell ; waiting to see whether 
it is *' possible ?" Out with thy scissors, and cut that cloth or thy own windpipe ! 



CHAPTER IV. 

CAPTAINS OF INDUSTKT. 

Ip I believed that Mammonism with its adiunct was to continue henceforth 
the one serious principle of our existence, 1 should reckon it idle to solicit 
remedial measures from any Government, the disease being insusceptible of 
remedy. Government can do much, but it can in no wise do all. Government, 
as the most conspicuous object in Society, is called upon to give signal of what 
shall be done ; and, in many ways, preside over, farther, and command the doing 
of it. But the Government cannot do, by all its signalling and commanding, 
what the Society is radically indisposed to do ! In the long run every Govern- 
ment is the exaot symti.)! of its People with their wisdom and unwisdom ; we 
have to say. Like People like Government. The main substance of this im* 
mense Problem of Organizing Labour, and first of all of Managing the Working 
Classes', will, it is very clear, have to be solved by those who stand practically 
in the middle of it — by thoso who themselves work and preside over work. Of 
all that can be enacted by any Parliament in regard to it, the germs must already 
He potentially extant in those two classes who are to obey such enactment. A 
Human Chaos in which there is no light you vainly attempt to irradiate by light 
shed on it : order never can arise there. 

But it is my firm conviction that the " Hell of England " will cease to be that 
of " not making money ;" that we shall get a nobler Hell and a nobler Heaven ! 
I anticipate light-im the Human Chaos, glimmering, shininf^ more and more ; 
under manifold true signals from without. That light shall shine. Our deitv no 
loncer being Mamoion---Oh, Heavens, each man will then say to himself, ** Why 
such deadly haste to make money 7 1 shall not go to Hell, even if I do not 
make money ! There is another Hell, 1 am told !'* Competition, at railway 
speed, in all branches ofeommerce and work, will then abate ; good felt-hats for 
the head, in every sense, instead of seven feet lath-and -plaster hats on wbcwlsv 
will then be discoverable ! Bubble periods, with their panics and commercial 
crisis, will again become infrequent ; steadv modest industry will take the plac^ 
of |ambling speculation. To be* a noble Master, amonx noble Workers, wdl 
uain be the first ambition with scMne few — ^to be a noh Master only the second. 
How the inventive Genius of England, with the whirr of its bobbins and billy- 
rollers shoved somewhat into the backgrounds of the brain, will eontrive and 
devise, not cheaper produce exclusively, but fairer distribution of the produce 
at its present cheapness ! By degrees we shall again have a Society with 
•onething of Heroism in it, something of Heaven's Blessing on it ; we shall 
have, as my German friend asserts, " instead of Maromun-Feudalism with un- 
Mrid cotton-shirts and Reservation of the Game, noble just Industrialism and 
Government by the Wisest !** 

hu with tke hopa of a wakenini here and\VkaTaik'^n\M\imaxi>A\3D«<«\raMrt& 

ibr a man Mad dinnm foul, Uw» a mw wordaoC ^ax^xnt lAmMasw^^^^v^^^'"""'^ 



to whom the Heavenly Powers have lent Power of Bttf kind in tbk land, nny 
now be addressed. And first to those same Master Workers, Leaders of 
Industry ; who stand nearest, and, in fact, powerfullest, though not moat promi' 
aeilt, being as yet in too many senses a Virtuality rather than an Aetuitliiy. 

The Leaders of Industry, if Industry is ever to be led, are virtually the 
Captains of the World ; if there be no nobleness in-them, there will never be an 
Aristocracy more. But let the Captains of Industry consider : once again, are 
tibey bom of other clay than the old Captains of Slaughter ; doomed for ever to 
be no Chivalry, but a mere gold-plated Doggery —whal the French well name 
CmnailU^ *' D^ery " with more or less gold carrion at its disposal ? Captains 
of Industry are the true Fighters, henceforth recognisable as the only tme 
ones ; Fighters against Chaos^ Necessity, and the Devils and Jotuns ; and lead 
on Mankind in that great, and alone true, and universal warfare ; the stars in 
their ooQrseS fighting for them, and all iieaven and ail £arth saying, audibly, 
Weil done ! Let the Captains of Industry retire mto their own hearts, and ask 
•otemnly if there is nothing but vulturous hunger for fine wines, valet reputation, 
and gilt carriages discoverable there ? Of hearts made by the Almighty God i 
will not believe such a thing. Deep-hidden under wr^cbedest god-forgetting 
Cants, Epicurisms, Dead-Sea Apisms; forgotten as under foulest fat L«tbe 
mud and weeds, there is yet in all hearts born into this (Jod's-world x spark oC 
the Godlike slumbering;. Awake, O nightmare sleepers. Awake, arise, or be 
for ever fallen ! This is not plavhouse poetry ; it is sober fact. Our England, 
our world cannot live as it is. It will connect itself with a God again, or go 
down with nameless throes and fire-consummation to the Devils. 'l*h»u who 
feelest aught of such a Godlike stirring in thee, any faintest intimation of it as 
through heavy-laden dreams, follow tf, i conjure thee. Arise, save thyself be 
one of those that save thy country. 

Bucaniers, Choctaw Indians, whose supreme aim in fighting is that they ma^ 
get the scalps, the money, that they may amass scalps and money ; out of such 
came no chivalry, and never will ! Out of such came only gore and wreckt 
infernal rage and misery ; desperation quenched in annihilation. Behold it, i 
bid thee, behold there* and consider : What is it that thou have a hundred 
thousand-pound bills laid up in thy strong room, a hundred scalps hung up in thy 
wigwam ? 1 value not them or thee. Thy scalps and thy thousand-pound bills 
are as yet nothing, if no nolileness from within irradiate them ; if no chivalry in 
action, or in embryo ever struggling toward birth and action be there. 

Love of men cannot be bought by cash-payment; and without lov9 mea 
cannot endure to be togethea. You eannot lead a Fighting World without having 
it regimented) chivalried \ the thing in a day becomes impossible ; all men la 
it, the highest at first, the very lowest at last, discem consciously or by a nuhle 
instinct, this necessity. And can you any^more continue to lead a Working 
World unre^imented^ anarchic ? I answer, and the Heaven^ and Earth are 
now answenng. No I The thing becomes not in a day impossible ; but in some 
two generations it does. Yes, when fathers and mothers, in Stockport hunger- 
cellars, begin to eat their children, and Irish Widows have to prove their rela* 
tionship by dying of typhus-fever ; and amid Governing " Corporations of the 
Best and Bravest " busy to preserve their gain by ** bushing," dark millioos of 
God*s human creatures start up in mad Chartisiqst irapractio^>le Sacred- 
Mouths, and Manchester Insurrections ; and there is a virtual industrial Aris» 
tocracy only half-alive, spel'-bound amid money iMEigs and ledgers; and aa 
actual idle Aristocracy seemingly near dead in somnolent delusions, m tres- 
passes and double-barrels ; *' sliding/' as on inclined planes, which every new 
year they seep with ne# Haasard's-jargon under God's sky, and so on sliding 
ever faster toward a ** sefd:e '^ and baUnoe-seale whereon is written, TAom mH 
found wanting ; in such dayti after a generation or two» i aay, it doea become^ 
even to the low and aimple, veiy palpably impossible ! No Working World, 
any mora than a Fighting Worlds can be led on without a noble chivalry oC 
Work, and lawa and fixed nriea which follow out of that— far nobler than anr 
bhivalrv of Fighting was. As an aaakchie multitude on mere snpply-ancU 
tiemand, it is becoming inevitabhs that we dwindle in blind suicidal coovulaioA 
and self-abrasion, frightfol to the fmaainatioa, into Chocuw Workera. Witk 
wJig^mram anA »CA)pB — withpafaeea and thousand-pound bills; with aavaxeryi 
depopulation, chttOti6 detolalion ! Good Heavens, ^\\\ wk\ one French ICevo* 
mtion and Raign of Tafnft WoMce us, buV must ^)h«ie \m Xvso\ *tVat« 11^^ 
tnoiTdMrfM^i^ra wiHbetweiitr iCBMted*, ikniaiiiiiViaviMMMVi aawmq 
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M are needed. The Lews of Nature will have themselTes fulfilled. That it a 
tiling certain to me. 

Your gallant battle-hosts and work>ho8ts, as the others did, will need to be 
made loyally yours ; they most and will be regulated, methodically secured in 
tiieir just share of conquest under yon ; joined with vou in veritable brother- 
hood, sonhood, by quite other and de«per ties than those of temporaiy day's 
wages ! How would mere red-coated regiments, to say nothing of chivalrous, 
fight for you, if you tfould discharge them on the evening of the battle on pay- 
ment of the stipulated shillings^ — and thry discharge you on the morning of it ! 
Chelsea Hospitals, pensions, promotions, rigorous lasting corenant on the one 
side and on the other, are indispensable even for a hired fighter. The Feudal 
Baron, much more — how could be subsist with mere temporal^ mercenaries 
round him, at sixpence a day ; ready to ^o over to the other side, if seven-pence 
were offered ? He could not have subsisted ; and his noble instinct saved him 
ftew the necessity of even trying ! The Feudal Baron had a man's soul in him ; 
to which anarchy, mutiny, and the other fruits of temporary mercenaries were 
intolerable ; he had never been a Baron otherwise,.but fiad continued a Choctaw 
and Bucanier. He fell it precious, and at last it 'became habitual, and his 
fruitful enlarged existence included it as a necessity, to have men round him 
who in heart loved him ; whose life he watched over with rigour yet with love, 
who were prepared to ^ive their life for him if need came. It was beautiful ; 
it was human ! Man lives not otherwise, nor can live contented, anywhere or 
anywhen. Isolation is the sum-total of wretchedness to man. To be cut off, 
to be left solitary ; to havv a world alien, not your world ; all a hostile camp for 
you ; not a home at all, of hearts and faces who are yours, whose you are ! it 
18 the frightfuilest enchantment ; too truly a work, oif the Evil One. To have 
neither superior, nor inferior, nor equal, united manlike to you. Without 
father, without child, without brother. Man knows no sadder destiny. " How 
ia each of us," exclaims Jean Paul, " so lonely in the wide bosom of the All V 
Encased each of us as in his transparent " ice palace ;" our brother visible in 
liis, making signals and gesticulations to us ; visible, but forever unattainable ; 
^n his bosoioa we sbaU never t«st, nor be on ours. It was not a God that did 
tills ; no ! 

Awake, ye noble Workers, warriors ia the one true war ; all this must be 
remedied. It is you who are already half-alive, whom I will welcome into life, 
whom 1 will conjure in God*s name to shake off your enchanted sleep, and live 
wholly ! Cease to count scalps, gold-purses ; not in these lies your or our 
salvation. Even these, if you count only these, will not long be left. Let 
ibttcaniering be put far from you ; alter, speedily abn^te all laws of the 
bttcaaiers, if you would gain any victory that shall endure. Let i«o<l*s justice, 
let pity, nobleness, and manly valour, with more gold purses or with fewer^ 
iestify themselves in this your brief Life-transit to «1 the Eternities, the Gods, 
«nd Silences. It isioyoa I call ; for y« are not dead, ye are already half-alive ; 
there is in vou a sleepless dauntless energy, the^pritne-matter of all nobleness 
in man. Honour to you in your kind. It is to you i call ; ye know at least 
this. That the mandate of God to His creature man is^ — Work ! The future 
£pic of the world rests not with those that are near dead, but with those that 
Are alive, and those that are coming into life. 

Look around you, Your world-hosts are aH in Matinjr. in confusion, destitu- 
tion ; on the eve of fieiy wreck and madness ! They will not march farther for 
you on the sixpence a-dav-and-suppty-and-demand principle ; they will not ; 
nor ought they, nor can they. Ye shall reduce them to order, begin reducing 
them. To order, to just subordination; nohle loyalty in retuni for noble 
cuidance. Their souls are driven nigh mad ; let yours be sane and ever saner. 
Not as a bewildered bewildering mob ; but as a firm regimented mass, with 
real Captains over them, will these men march any more. All human interests, 
•coml>ined human endeavours, and social growths in this world, have, at a certain 
■tage of their deveiopement, required organiaiog : and Work, the grandest of 
^uman interests, does new reqnrreit. 

G<id knows, the task will be hard ; bat no noUe task was ever easy. This 
task will wear a way jronr Uvea, and the Kves of your sons and grandsons ; but 
for what purpose, if not for tasks like this, were lives given to men T Ye shall 
«eaae to count your thousand-pound scalps, the Tkolbl^ «\ 3«»a tita^ ««wia\ ^w^ % 
the reiy tcalpn, as / say, will not long be \elt W 'jffa e»aii\ otXi ^^aafc. ^* liwaic 
nboilytobe baxbirous, vuUiiroai CV«rtWPi,«DAV*a«WB»'w*«^ *^^ 
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Nineteenth^century Men. Ye shall know that Mammon, in nerer such gigi 
and flunkey " respeciabilities," is not the alone God ; that of himself he is tot 
a Devil, and even a Brute-god. 

Difficult f Yes, it will be difficult. The short-fibre cotton ; that too was 
difficult. The waste cotton shrub, long uselpss, disobedient, as the thistle bjr 
the way-side — have ye not conquered it ; made it into beautiful bandana webs ; 
white woven shirts for men ; bright-tiiited air-garments, wherein flit goddmses ? 
Ye have shivered mountains asunder ; made Uie hard iron pliant to yon as soft 

Sutty ; the Forest-giants, Marsh-jotuns bear sheaves of golden grain ; JB^r the 
^a-demon himself stretches his back for a sleek highway, to you, and on 
Fire-horses and Wiad-horAes ye career. Ye are most strong. • Thor, red- 
bearded, with his blue sun-eyes, with his cheery heart and strong thunder- 
hammer, he and you have prevailed. Ye are most strong, ye S<ms of the icy 
North, of the far East — far marching from your rugged jBastem Wilderness, 
hitherward from the fnray Dawn of Time ! Ye are Sons of the yetan-land ; the 
land of Difficulties Conquered. Difficult ? You must try this thing. Once 
try it with tDe understanding that it will and shall have to be done. Try it as 
ye try the much paltrier thing, making of money ! i will bet on you onoe mors, 
against all Jotuns, Tailor-gMS, Double-barrelled Law-wards, aiid Deoiietti of 
Chaos whatsoever! 



CHAPTER V. 

PBRMANBNCB. 

Standing on thtt threshold, nay, as yet outside the threshold of a ** ChiTaliy 
of Labour," and an immeasurable Future which it is co fill with fruitfulness toM 
verdant shade : when so much has not yet come even to the rudimental state, 
and all speech of positive enactments were hazardous in those who know this 
business only by the eye— let us here hint at sirofily one widest universal prin- 
ciple, as the basis from which all organisation hiUierto has grown up among 
men, and all henceforth will have to grow. The principle of Permanent con- 
tract instead of Temporary. 

Permanent not Temporary : you do not hire the mere red -coated fighter faj 
the day, but by the score of years ! Permanence, persistence is the first condi- 
tion of all fruitfulness in the ways of men. The-** tendency to persevere,** to 
persist in spite of hindrances, discouragements, and " impossiUlities :** it is this 
that in all things distinguishes the strong soul from the weak ; the civilized 
burgher from the nomadic savage — the species Man from the Oenus Ape ! The 
Nomad has his very house set on wheels ; the Nomad, and in a still higher 
degree the Ape, are all for ** liberty ;'* the privilege to flit continually is indis- 
pensable for them. Alas, in how many ways does our humour, in this swift 
rolling self-abradmg Time, show itself nomadic, apelike ; mournful enough to 
him that looks on it with eyes ! This humour will have to abate ; it is the first 
element of all fertility in human thingathat such liberty of apes and nomads do 
abridge itself, give place toa better. The eivilised man lives not in wheeled 
houses. He builds stone castles, plwnts lands, makes Life4oag. marriam 
contracts ; has longdated hundredfold possessions, not to be ▼alucd in the 
money market ; has pedigrees, libraries, law-codes, has memories and hopes 
even for this Earth that reach our thousands of years. Life-long manriaga 
contracts : how much preferable were yearrlong or month-long — to the Noinad 
or Ape ! 

Month-long contracts please me liule, in any province where there caa by 
possibility be found virtue enough for- more. Month-long contracts do not 
answer well even with your house-servants ; the liberty on both sides to change 
every month is growing very apelike, nomadic ; and 1 bear philosophers prediet 
that it will alter, or that strange results will follow : that wise men, pesterad 
with Nomads, with unattacheci ever^hifcing spies and -enemies rather than 
friends and servants, will gradually, weighing substance against sembianee, with 
indignation, dismiss sueh, down almost to the very shoeblack, and say, " Be- 
gone ; I will serve myself rather, and have peace !** Ourth was. hired for life 
to Cedrie, and Cedne to Ourth. Oh, AutioSlavery Convention, loud-soniiding 
Auu^-eared 17xeter-Hall«*Butin thee ino \a a>K\i» ol \iiiK\a!CX \Awaid iusti«e, 
an// will oomplmin of nothing. On\y , b\aeVL (Vguuibftft vrax >Ilya ansa W\a% ^ 
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*' sixty tlumsand vmlets ** in London iUelf who ve yearly dismissed to the 
streets, to be what they can, when the season ends ; or to the hanger-stricken, 
pallid, yef^oto-coloured " Free Laboarers " in Lancashire, Yorkshire, Bucking- 
bamshire, and all other shires T These yellow-coloured, for the{>resent, al^oro 
all my sympiuhies : If 1 had a Twenty-Millions, with model-Farms and Niger 
Expeditions, it is to these that I would give it ! Qaashee has already victuals* 
elothing ; Qiiashee is not dying of such despair as the yellow-coloured pale 
man*s. Quashee, it must be owned, is hitherto a kind of blockhead. The Haiti 
Duke of Marmalade, eilucated now for almost half a century, seems to have next 
to no sense in him. Why, in one of those Lancashire Weavers, dying of hunger* 
there is more thought and heart, a greater arithmetical amount of misery and 
desperation, than in whole gangs of Quashees It must be owned thy eyes are 
of the sodden sort ; and with thy emancipationings, and thy twenty millionings 
and long«eared clamourings, thou, like Robespierre with his pasteboard Etn 
Supreme^ threatenest to become a bore to us, J^vec ton Etre-Suprime tu commenaa 
m'tmUter/ 

In a Printed sheet of the assiduous, much-abused, and truly useful Mr. 
Chadwick's, containing queries and responses from far and near as to this great 
question, " What is the effect of Education on working men in respect of their 
Talue as mere workers T'* the present Editor, reading with satisfaction a deci- 
sive unanimous verdict as to Education, reads with inexpressible interest this 
special remark, put in by way of marginal incidental note, from a practical 
manufJEicturing Quaker, whom, as he is anonymous, we will call friend Prudence. 
Pradence keeps a thousand workmen ; has striven in all ways to attach them 
to him ; has provided conversational soirees ; play grounds, bands of music for 
the young ones ; went even " the length of buying them a drum :" all which 
has turned out to be an excellent investment. For a certain person, marked 
here by a black stroke, whom we shall name Blank. living over the way — he also 
keeps somewhere about a thousand men ; but has done none of these things for 
them, nor any other thing, except due payment of the wa^ by supply-and- 
demand. Blank's workers are perpetually getting into mutiny, into broils and 
coils . every six months, we suppose, Bianli has a strike ; every one month, 
every day and every hour, they are fretting Hnd obstructing the short»si|rhted 
Blank ; pilfering from him, wasting and idling for him, omitting and committing 
for him ** I would not," szyn Friend Prudence, "exchange my workers for 
his vtitk teven ihouaand poumU to boot."* 

Right, O honourable Prudence : thou art wholly in the right : seven thousand 
pounds qven as a matter of profit for this world, nay, for the mere cash market 
of this world ! And as a matter of profit not for this world only, but for the 
other world and all worlds, it outweighs the Bank of England ! Clan the saga- 
cious reader descry here, as it were the outmost inconsiderable rockledge of a 
universal rock-foundation, deep once more as the centre of the world ; emerging 
so, in the experience of this Rood Quaker, through the Stygian mud-vortexes 
and general Mother of Dead Dogs, whereon for Uie present all sways and in- 
securely hovers as if ready to be swallowed ! 

Some Permanence of Contract is already almost possible ; the principle of 
Permanence, year by year enlarged, better seen into, and elaborated, may 
enlarge itself, expand gradually on every side into a system. This once secured, 
the iMsis of all food results were laid. Once permanent, you do not quarrel 
with the first difficulty on vour path, and quit it in weak disgust ; you reflect 
that it cannot be (quitted, that it must be conquered, a wise arrangement fallen 
on with regard to it^ Ye foolish Wedded Two, who have quarrelled, between 
whom the Evil Spirit has stirred up transient strife and bitterness, so that 
** incompatibility *' seems almost nign, ye are nevertheless the Two who, b^ 
long habit were it by nothing more, do best of all others suit each other : it is 
expedient for your own two foolish shelves, say nothing of the infants, pedigrees, 
and public in general, that ye sjeree again ; that ye put away the Evil Spirit, 
and wisely on both hands struggle for me guidance of a Good Spirit ! 

The verx horse that is pennanent, how much kindlier do his rider and he 
work, than the temporary one hired on any hack principle yet known ! 1 am 
for permanence in all things, at the earliest possible moment, and to the latest 
possible. Blessed is he that continueth where he is. Here let us rest, and lay . 
out seed fields ; here let us learn to dwell. Here« even hfira^vViA c\t^VcM^>&iAX' 
we plant will yield us frait ; the acorns w'\\\ be Nvoodi axA ^<aa»vDX>acBi^\^il^v^ 

* Report oa the training of Paaipvr CYdlAx«aAV^V> ^> ^A- 
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we wait. How much growi eTerywhere, if we do but wait Through the 
swamps we will shape causeways, force purifying drains ;. we will leara to 
thread the rocky inancesiibilities, and beaten tracks, worn smooth by mere 
travelling of human feet, will form themselves. Not a difficulty but can trans- 
figure itself into a triumph ; not even a deformity, but, if our own soul have 
imprinted worth on it, will grow dear to us. The sunny plains and deep indi^jo 
transparent skies of Italy are all indifferent to the great sick heart of a Sir 
Walter Scott : on the back of the Apennines, in wild spring weather, the sight 
of bleak Scotch firs, and snow-spoited heath and desolation, brings tears inUv 
his eyes." 

Oh, unwise mortals that for ever change and shift, and say. Yonder, not Here ! 
Wealth richer than both the Indies lies everywhere for man, if he will endure. 
Not his oaks only and bis fruit-trees, his very heart roots itself wherever he will 
abide ; roots itself, draws nourishment from the deep fountains of l^niversal 
Being. Vagrnnt Sam-Slicks who rove over the Earth doing ** Strokes of trade," 
what wealth have they? Horseloads, shiploads of White or Yellow metal : in 
rery sooth, what are these ? ^ Slick rests nowhere, he is homeless. He eaa 
build stone or' marble houses'; but to continue in them is denied him The 
wealth of a man is the number of things which he loves and blesses, which he 
is loved and blessed by ! The herdsman in his poor clay shealing, where his 
very cow and dog are friends to him, and not a cataract DUt carries memoriee 
for him, and not a moantain-top but nods old recognition ; his life, all encircled 
as in blessed Mother's arms, is it poorer than Slick's with the ass-loads of yellow 
metal on his back ! Unhappy Slick ! Alas, there has so much grown nomadie, 
apelike, with us: so much will have, with whatever pain, repugnance, and 
** impossibility," to idter itself, to fix itself again — in some wise way, in any not 
delirious way ! 

A question arises here : Whether, in some ulterior, perhaps some not fiir 
distant stage of this <* Chivalry of Labour," your Master*worker may not find 
it possible and needful to grant his workers permanent inferett in his enterprise 
and theirs 7 So that it become, in practical result, what in essential fact and 
justice it ever is, a joint enterprise ; all men, from the Chief Master down to 
the lowest Overseer and Operative, economically as well as loyally coneemckd 
for ic ? Which question 1 do not answer. The answer, near or else (ar, is 
perhaps. Yes ; and yet one knows the difficulties. Despotism is essential in 
BK>8t enterprises ; 1 am told they do not tolerate *' freedom of debate *' on board 
a Seventy-four ! Republican Senate and pMnseita would not answer well in 
Cotton- mills. And yet oliserve these too: Freedom, not nomad's or Ape's 
Freedom, but man's Freedom ; this is indispensable. We must have it, mnd 
will have it ! To reconcile Despotism with Freedom ; well, is that such m 
mystery T Do you not already know the way ? It is to make your Despotism 
Juttt^ Rigorous as Destiny ; but just too, as Destiny and its Laws. The Laws 
of God ; all men obey these, and have no Freedom at all but in obeying then. 
The way is already known, p«rt of the way ; and courage and some qualities 
are needed for walking on in it ! 



CHAPTER VL 

THE LANDBD. 

A MAN with fifty, with five hundred, with a thousand pounds a day, given him 
freely, without condition at all — on condition, as it now seems, that he will sit 
with his hands in his pockets and do no mischief, pass no corn-laws or the like 
—he too, you would say, is, or might be, a rather strong Worker! He is a 
Worker with such tools as no man in this world ever before had. But in 
practice, very astonishing, very ominous to look at, he proves not a stronc 
Worker ; you are too happy if he will prove but a No-worker, do nothing, and 
not l)e a Wrong-worker. 

You ask him at the year*s end, " Where is your three hundred thousand 

pounds ; what have you realized to us with that?" He an»wer8» in indignant 

mirphae, " Done with it ? Whd are you that ask 7 I have eaten it, I and my 

^unkeya, and parasites, and slaves two-footed and four-footed, in an omamentu 

manner; and I am here alive by it ; I am reaWxed \)^ 'v\. \a -^q^V \x >&^ as we 

• I<gckhsst*tljlSsot%«Q«t. 
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Ikave often said, sueh an answer as was never before siren under this San. An 
answer that fills me with bodjng apprehension, with foreshadows of despair. 
Oh, stolid uso'end-worst of an atheistic Half Century, Oh, Ignavia, Tailor-god- 
bood, soul-killing Cant, to what passes art thou brinKing us ! Qut of the loud- 
piping whirlwind, audibly to him that has ears, the Highest God is again 
announcing in these days : ** Idleness shall not be/* God has said it, man 
cannot gainsay. 

Ah, how happy were it if he, this Aristocratic Worker, would, in like manner, 
see his work and do it ! It is frightful seeking another to do it for him. 
Guillotines, Af eudon Tanneries, and half a million shot dead, have already been 
expended in thai business ; and yet it is far from done. This man too is some- 
thing ; nay, he is a great thing. Look on him there : a man of manful aspect ; 
something of the " cheerfulness of pride " still lingering in him. A free air of 
graceful stoicism, of easy silent dignity sits well on him ; in his heart, could we 
reach it, he elements of generosity, self-sacrificing justice, true human Talour. 
Why should he, with such appliances, stand an incumbrance in the Present ; 
perish disastrously out of the Future ! From no section of the Future would 
we lose these noble courtesies — impalpable, yet all-controlling ; these dignified 
reticences, these kingly simplicities— lose augh£ of what the fruitful Past still 
gives us token of, memento of, in this man ! Can we not save him ; can he not 
help us to save him ! A brave man he too, had not undivine Ignavia, Hearsay, 
Speech without meaning— had not Cant, thousandfold Cant, within him, and 
around him, enveloping him like choke-damp, like thick £gyptian darkness, 
thrown his soul into asphyxia, as it were, extinguished his soul ; so that he sees 
not, hears not, and Moses and all the Prophets address him in vain. 

Will he awaken, be alive again, and have a soul ; or is this death-fit very 
death ? It is a question of questions, for himself and for us all ! Alas, is there 
no noble work for this mai^ too ? Has he not thick-headed ignorant boors ; Inzy, 
enslaved farmers, weedy lands ? Lands ! Has be not weary heavy-laden 
ploughers of land ; immortal souls of men, ploughing, ditching, day-drudsing, 
nare of back, empty of stomach, nigh desperate of heart ; and none peaceably to 
help them but he under Heaven? Does he find, with his three hundred 
thousand pounds, no noble thing trodden down in the thoroughfares, which it 
were godlike to help up ?^ Can he do nothing for his Bums but make a Ganger of 
him ; lionize him, bedinner him, for a foolish while ; then whistle him duwn the 
wind to desperation and bitter death ? His work too is difficult, in these modem, 
far-dislocated ages. • But it may he done ; it may be tried — it must be done. 

A modern Duke of Weimar, not a god he either, but a human Duke, levied, 
as I reckon, in rents and taxes and all incomings whatsoever, less than several 
ipf our English Dukes do in rent alone. The Duke of Weimar, with these 
incomings, had to govern, judge, defend, evei^ way administer hi» Dukedom. 
He does all this as few others did : and he improves lands besides all this, 
makes river-embankments, maintains not soldiers only, but Universities and 
Institutions ; and in his Court were there four men : Wieland, Herder, Schiller, 
GoUthe. Not as parasites which was impossible ; not as table-wits and poetio 
Katerfeltoes : but as noble Spiritual Men working under a noble Practical Man. 
Shielded by him from many miseries — perhaps from many short-comings, 
destructive aberrations. Heaven had sent, once more, heavenly Light into the 
world ; and this man's honour was that he gave it welcome. A new noble kind 
of Clergy under an old but still noble kind of King ! I reckon that this one 
Duke of Weimar did more for the Culture of his nation than all the English 
Dukes and Duces now extant, or that were extant since Henry the Eighth gave 
them the Church Lands to eat, have done for theirs ! I am ashamed, 1 am 
alarmed for my English Dukes : What word have 1 to say ? 

If our actual Aristocracy appointed " Best and Bravest," will be wise, how 
inexpressilily happy for us ! If not — the voice of God from the whirlwind is 
very audible to me. Nay, I will thank the Great God ; that He has said, in 
whatever fearful ways, and just wrath against us, " Idleness shall be no more." 
Idlene8s ! The awakened soul of msn, all but the asphyxied soul of man, turns 
from it as from worse than death. It is the Life-in-death of Poet Coleridge. 
That fable of the Dead-Sea Apes ceases to be a fable. The poor Worker 
starved to death is not the saddest of sights. He lies there, dead on his shield : 
fallen down into the bosom of his old Mother ; with hat^i^ard^ ^«.\« <^<e.«,s«nitw«« 
worn, but stilled now into divine peace, sUenU^ ap^a\a \a \2^(a'&>«ttA\^^^^^ 
aJJ the Univerwe — the most silent, the moat eloq^ienX ol me^u 
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Exeeptions, ah, yes, thank Hearen, we know there are ezeeptions. Our east 
were too haitl were there not exceptions, and partial exceptions not a few, 
wtom we know, and whom we do not know. Honour to the name of Ashley^ 
honour to this and the other valiant Abdiel, found faithful still ; who would faiot 
br work and by word, admonish their < ^er not to rush upon jlestruetioB ' 
- These are they who will, if not save their Order, postpone the wreck of it ; by 
whom, under blessing of the Upper Powers, " a quiet euthanasia spread over 
generations, instead of a swift torture-death concentered into yeiirs,'* may be 
OTOught about for many things. All honour and success to these. The noUe 
man can still strive nobly to save and serve his Order; at lowest, he can 
remember the precept of the Prophet : ** Come out of her my people ; come 
out of her !" 

To sit idle aloft, like, living statues, like absurd Epicurus'-Eods, in pampered 
isolation, in exclusion from the glorious fateful liattle-field of this 6od*s-worki— 
it is a poor life for a man, when all Upholsterers and French cooks have done 
their utmost for it ! Nay, what a shallow delusion is this we have all got into. 
That any man should or can keep himself apart from men, have *' no business " 
with them, except a cash account ** business !** It is the silliest tale a dis- 
tressed generation of men ever took to telling one another. M.en cannot live 
isolated ; we are all bound together, for mutual good or else for mutual misery, 
as living nerves in the same bo<ly. No highest man can disunite himself from 
any lowest. Consider it. Your poor Werter blowing out his distracted exis- 
tence because Charlotte will not have the keeping thereof: this is no peculiar 
phaffis ; it is simply the highest expression of a phasis traceable wherever one 
human creature meets another ! Let the meanest crook-backed Thersites teach 
tile supremest Agamemnon thiU he actually does not reverence him, the supre- 
mest Agamemnon's eyes flash fire responsive ; a real pain and partial insanity 
has seized Agamemnon. Strange enough : a many -counselled Ulysses is set in 
motion by a scoundrel blockhead ; plays tunes, like a barreV organ, at the 
scoundrel-blockhead's touch — has to snatch, namely, his sceptre cudgel, and 
weal the crooked back with bumps and thumps ! 

Let a Chief of men reflect well on it. Not in having '* no business** with 
men, but in having no unjust business with them, and in having all manner of 
true and just business, can either his or their blessedness be found possible, aikt 
this waste world become, for both partiea, a home and peopled garaen. 

Men reverence men. Men do worship in that "one temple of the world," 
as Novrtlis calls it, *' the Presence of a Man.'* Hero-worship, true and blessed, 
or else mistaken, false and accursed, goes on everywhere and everywhen. In 
this world there is one godlike thing, the essence of all that waa or ever will be 
of godlike in this world : the veneration done to Human Worth by the hearts of 
men. Hero-worship, in the souls of the heroic, of the clear and wise — it is the 
perpetual Presence of Heaven incur poor Earth : when it is not there. Heaven 
IS veiled from us ; and all is under Heaven's ban and interdict, and there is bo 
worship, or worthship, or worth or blessedness in the Earth any more 1 

Independence, " lord of the lion-heart and eagle-eye " — alas, yes, he is a lord 
we have got acquainted with in these late tiroes : a very indispensable lord, for 
spurning off* with due energy innumerable sham-superiors, tailor-made : honow 
to him, entire success to hira ! Entire success is sure to him. But hi* mast 
not stop there, at that small success, with his eagle eye. He has now a second 
far greater success to gain : To seek out his real superiors, whom not the 
Tailor but the Almighty God has made superior to him, and see a little what he 
will do with these ? Rebel against these also ? Pass l)y with minatory easle* 
glance, with calm-sniffing mockery, or even without any mockery or sniff, when 
these present themselves ? The lion-hearted, will never dream of aucb a thing. 
For ever far be it from him ! His minatory eagle-glance will veil itself in 
softness of the dove : his lion-heart will become a lamb's ; all its iust indignation 
changed into just reverence, dissolved in blessed floods of noble humble love, 
how much heavenlier than any pride, nay, if you will, how much prouder ! 1 
know hira, thia lion-hearted eagle-eyed one ; have met him, rushing on ** with 
his bosom bare," in a very distracted, dishevelled manner, the times being 
hard ; and can aay, and guaranty on my life. That in him ia no rebellion ; tktf 
jn him is the rerene of rebellion, the needful preparation for otiedienee. For 
if you do mean to obey God-made 8u\>eT\oT«, ywit ^t%\ avv^:^ \« to sweep out the 
Tmilor-made ones; onier them, under jpenAVuetn^o^voAaV^Nn tM!ik« ttAdci Vr 
^rmnimbing ! 
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KajTt vlMt M best of all, he cannot rebel if he would. SuDeriors whom God 
baa made for us we cannot order to withdraw ! Not in the leaat. No Gnmd 
Turk himself, thicke8t>qailted tailor-made Brother of the 8un and Moon, can 
do it : but an Arab man, in cloak of his own clouting, with black-beaming eyes, 
with flaminpr sovereign-heart direct from the centre of the Universe ; and also, I 
mm told, with terrible '* horsenihoe vein ** of swelling wrath m his brow, and 
lightning (if you will not have it as light) tingling through every vein of him— 
he rises ; saya authoritatively : *' Thickest-ouilted Grand Turk, tailor-made 
Brother of the Sun and Moom, No : i witharaw not ; thou shalt obey me or 
witMraw !*' And so accordingly it is : thickest-quilted Grand Turks and all 
their progeny, to this hour, ob^ Uiat man in the remarkablest manner ; 
preferring not to withdraw. 

Oh, brother, it is an endless consolation to me, in this disorganie, as yet so 
ouack-ridden, what you may well call hag-ridden and hell-ridden world, to find 
that disobedience to the Heavens, when tney send any messenger whatever, is, 
and remains, impossible. It cannot be ^ne ; no Turk grand or small can do it. 
*' Show the dullest clodpole," says my invaluable German Friend, ** show the 
lianghtiest featherhead, tbat a soul higher than himself is here ; were his kness 
stiffeiied into brass, he must down ami worship." 



CHAPTER VII. 

THB GirTBD. 

Ybs, in what tunraltuous huge anarchy soever a Noble human Principle may 
€well and strive, such tumult is in the way of lieing calmed into a fruitful 
sovereignty It is inevitable. No chaos can continue chaotic with a soul in- 
it. Besouled with earnest human Nobleness, did not slaughter, violence and 
fire-god fury, grow into a Chivali^; into a blessed Loyalty of Governor and 
Governed? And in Work, which is of itself noble, and the only true fighting, 
there shall be uos^jch possibility 7 Believe it not ; it is incredible ; the whole 
Universe contradicts it. Here too the ^^hoctnw Principle will be subordinated ; 
the Man Principle will, by degrees, become superior, become supreme. 

I know Mammon too; Banks-of-Rngland, Credit-systems, world-wide pos- 
sibilities of work and tradfic; and applaud and admire tbein. Mammon is like 
Fire ; the uscfuliest of all servants, if the frightfullest of all masters ! The 
Cliffords, Fitzadejms, and Chivalry Fighters •* wishe<l to gain victory," never 
doubt it : but victory, unless gained in a certain spirit, wa« no victiiry ; defeat, 
sastained in a certain spint, was itself victory. I say again and again, had they 
counted the scalps atone, tiiey had continued Choctaws, and no Chivalry or 
lasting victory had been. And in Industrial Fighters and Captains is there no 
nobleness discoverable f To these akme of Men shHil there for ever be nn 
blessedness but in swoHen coffers? To see beauty, order, grntitude, loyal 
human hearts around them, shall be of no moment ; to sec fuliginous deformity, 
mutiny, hatred and despair, with the addition of half a million guineas, shall be 
better? Heaven^s IJessedness not there; HelPs cursedness, and your half* 
million bits of m«Ul a sMbstitute fbr that ! la there no profit in diffusing Hea- 
Ten's blesMedopss, bat only in gaining gold ? If so, I apprise the M ill-owner and 
Millionaire that he too must prejmre for vanishing; that neither is he bom to 
be of the sovereigns of this world ; but to be trampled and chained d<iwn, in 
whatever terrible methods and brass-collared safe, among the bom thralls of 
(his world ! W« cavuiot have Cajudli^t and Doggeries that will not make some 
Chivalry of theoiseliies : our noble Planet is impatient of such ; in the end, 
totally inu>}<-rani of such ! 

For the Heavens, unwearying in their bounty, do send other sotils into this 
world, to M horn yet, as to their roierunners, in Old Roman, in Old Hebrew, and 
all not)lp times, the omnifont guinea is, on the whole, an impotent gui..ea. 
Has your half-dead avanoMMrs Corn-law-lord, your half-alive avaricious Cotton- 
law-lord, never seen oive such ? Such are, not one but several ; are, and will 
be ; unless i he gods hav« dooofied this wodd to swift dire ruin. These are they, 
the elect of ti.e worid ; the bora champiinis,«tf<m men, and l<benitory Samsons 
of tliis pour Horid : whom the poor Delil.-ih WtwW will not always shear of their 
Strength ai .d eyesiitht, and set to grind in duTknetft aX. \U yww ig^ti-'«V«f\\ %«k,^ 
•ofr^s are, in tbete day»^ getting somewhat out o( Viutiwwt vi\\\v >\w* ^^^ ^''^SL 
wejy Byroa, in these days, is at least dr'»veu is&d^ f^aXX^ t«U%«* Ve"«!c5 >ft Vb^ 

U 
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world. The world with its injustices, its golden brutalities, and dull yellow 

Kineas, is a disgust to Much ruuU : the ray of Heaven that is in them does at 
ist predoom them to be very miserable here. Yes : and yet all misery is 
faculty misdirected, strength that has not yet found its way. The black whirl- 
wind 18 mother of the lightning. No smolutt in any sense, mxi can become flame 
ud radiance ! Such soul, once graduated in Heaven's stem University, steps 
out su{>erior to your guinea. 

Dost thou know, O sumptuous Corn-lord, Cotton-lord, mutinous Trades- 
unionist gin-VHnqnished, undeliverahle ; Oh, much enslaved world — this man is 
not a slave with thee ! None of thy promotions is necessary for him. His 
place is with the stars of Heaven ; to thee it may be momentous, to him it is 
indifferent, whether ihon place him in the lowest hut, or forty feet higher at tlM 
top of thy stupendous high tower, while here on Earth. The joys of Tartli that 
are precious, they depend nut on thee and thy promotions. Food and raiment, 
and, round a social hearth, souls who love him, whom be loves ; these are 
already his. He wnnts none of th> rewards ; liehold also, be fears none of thy 
penalties. Thou canst not answer by killing him ; the case of Anaxarohus thou 
oanst kill ; but not the self of AnazHrchus, the word or act of AnHzarchus. To 
this man death is not a bugbear ; to this man life is already as earnest and 
'awful, and beautiful and terrible as death. 

Not a may-game is this man's iifo ; but a battle and a march, a warfare with 
principalities and powers. No idle* promenade through fragrant orange-groves 
and green flowery spaces, waited on \ry the choral Muses and the rosy Hours : 
it is a stern pilgrimHue through burning sandy solitudes, through regions of thick- 
libbed ice. He walks among men ; loves men, with inexpressible soft pity— 
as they canTtot love him : but his soul dwells in solitude, in the uttermost parts 
of Creation, in green cases, by the palm-tree wells, he rests a space ; but anon 
be has to journey forward, escorted by the Terrors and the splendours, the 
Archdemons and Arcbiingels. All Heaven, all Pandemonium are his escort. 
The stars, keeu-glancina, from the Immensities, send tidings to him ; the graves, 
silent with their dend, irom the £ternities. Deep calls for him unto Deep. 

Thou, O world, how wilt thou secure thyself against this man ? Thou canst 
not hire him by thy guineas ; not by thy giUbets and law-penalties restmin him. 
He eludes thee like a spirit. Thou canst not forward him, thou canst not hinder 
him. Thy penalties, thy (loverties. neglects, (u>ntiimelie8: behold, all these are 
good for him. Come to hiro as an enemy ; turn from him sm an unfriend ; only 
do not this one thing— infect him not with thy own delusion : the l)enign 
Genius, were it hy very death, shall guard bim against this ! "What wilt thoa 
4o with him ? He is above thee like a god. Thou, in thy stupendous three-inch 
]Mittens, art under bim He is thy Imrn king, thy conqueror and supreme Law- 
giver : not all the guineas, and cannons, and leather and prunella under the sky 
nan save thc^e fnun him. Hardest thick-skinned Mammon-world, niggedeat 
Caliban, shall obey him. or bec(»rn« not Calilian but a cramp Oh, if in this man* 
whose eyes can flash Hcav(>n's Lightning, and make all Calilmns into a cnimp, 
there dwelt not, as the essrnce of bis very beins, a Giid's Justice, human Noble- 
ness, Veracity, and Mercy— I should tremble for the World. But his strength, 
let us rejoice to understand, is even iliis ; The quantity of Justice, of Valour, 
and Pity that is in him. To bypocrkes and tailored quacks in high places, his 
eyes are lightning; but they melt in dewy Pity softer than a mother's to the 
diown-preswed, maltreated ; in his heart, in his great tbtnight, is a sanctuary for 
all the wretched. This world's improvement is for ever sure. 

" Man of GeniuM f Thou bast small notion, meseema. Oh, Mectenas Twid- 
dledee.of what a Man of Genius 'is ! Read in thy New Teatameni, and else- 
where — if, with floods of mealy-mouthed inanity, with miserable froth-vorticea 
of Cant now several cenlunes old,lhy New Testament is not all bedimmed for 
thee. Canst thou read in tliy New Testament at all f 'I he Highest Man of 
Genius, knowst tliou liim; Godlike and. a God to this hour? His crown a 
Crown of Thorns ? Thou ftad, with thy empty Godhoods, Apotheoses etige/nlt ; 
tiM Crown of Thorns made into a poor jewel-room Crown, 6t for the head of 
Unckheads ; the bearing of th«' Cniss chnnged to a riding in the Long-Acr<' Gic ! 
Pause in thy masschuuntimts, in thy litanyings, and Calmiich-prayings vt 
mMchinery ; hiuI /iray, if noisily, at least in a more human manner. How, with 
1^ itihiHiB aim/ dM/raatics, and cloihweVis and cobwel>a« and with thy stnpiditiea 
»md srroreJJiog 2wse-heduledness, haal thou YkiiAAaa iI^a l^oAiciX vbX^ ^ \mx vwiv 
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** Man of Genius :" Oh» Mecaenu Twiddledee, hast thou any notion what a 
Han of Genius is ? Genius is " the inspired gift of Kiod \" it is the clearer 
presence of God Most High in a ro^n. Dim, potential in all men ; in this maK 
It has become clear, actual. So says John Milton, who ought to be a judge : so 
answer him the Voices of all Ages and all Worlds. Wouldst thou commune 
with such a one— &e hi^ real peer then ; does that lie in thee ? Know thyself, 
and thy real and thy apparent place, and know him and his real and his apparent 
place ; and act in some noble conformity therewith. What! The star-fire of 
the Empyrean shall eclipse itself, and illuminate magic lanterns to amuse grown 
children ? He, tho Goci-inspired, is to twang harps for the^, and blow through 
scrannel-pipes ; sooth thy stated soul with visions of new, stiil wider Eldora- 
dos, Houri Paradises, ricner Lands of Cockaigne 7 Brother, this is not he ; this 
is a counterfeit, Mis twan.i ling, jangling, vain, acrid, scrannel-piping man. Thou 
dost well to say with sick Saul, ** It is naught, such harping !" and, in sudden 
rage, grasp thy spear, and tr]r if thou canst pin such a one to the wall. King 
Saul was mistaken in his man, but thou art nght in thine. It is the due of such 
a one ; nail him to the wall, and leave him there. So ought copper shillings to 
be nailed on counters ; copper geniuses on walls, and left there for a sign ! 

I conclude that the Men of Letters too may become a ** Chivalry,** an actual 
instead of a virtual Priesthood, with result immeasurable — so soon as there is 
nobleness in themselves for that, and to a certainty not sooner ! Of intrinsic 
Valetisms you cannot, with whole Parliaments to help you, make a Heroism. 
Doggeries never so gold-plated, Doggeries never so escutcheoned, Doggeries 
never so diplomaed, bepuflted, gas>lighted, continue Doggeries, and must take th9 
fate of such. 
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Crrtainlt it were a fond imagination to expect that any preaching of mine 
could abate Mammnnism ; that Bobus of Houndsditch will love his guineas lessy 
or his poor soul more, for any preaching of mine ! But there is one Preacher 
who does preach with effect, and gradually persuade all persons ; his name is 
DeKtiny» is Dirino Proridence, and bis Sermon the inflexible Course of Things. 
Experience does take dreadfany high school-wages ; but he teaches like no 
other ! 

I revert to Friend Prudence the good Quaker's refusal of ** seven thousand 
pounds to boot." Friend Prudence *s practical conclusion will, by degrees, 
Decome that of all rational practical men whatsoever. On the present scneme 
and principle, Work cannot continue. Trades* Strikes, Trades' Unions, Char- 
tisms ; mutiny, squalor, rage, and desperate revolt, growing ever more desperate, 
will go on their way. As dark misery settles down on us, and our refuses of 
lies fall in pieces one after one, the hearts of men, now at last serious, will turn 
to refuges of truth. The eternad stars shine out again, so soon as it is dark 
erunigh. 

Be^rt with desperate Trades* Unionism and anarchic mutiny, many an In- 
dustrial Law-word, by and by, who has neglected to make laws and keep them, 
will be heard saying to himself: ** Whjr have I realized five hundred thousand 

Cnds T 1 rose early and sat late, I toiled and moiled, and, in the sweat of my 
w and of my soul, I strove to gain this money, that I might become con- 
spicuous, and have some honour amon^ my fellow-creatures. I wanted tbesi 
to honour me, to love me. The money is here, earned with my best Life-blood ; 
but the honour ? I am encircled with squalor, with hunger, rage, and soo^ 
desperation. Not honoured, hardly even envied ; only fools and the flunkey- 
species so much as env]r me. I am conspicuous — as a mark for curses and 
brickbats. What sood is it T My five hunored scalps hang here in mv wiswam ; 
would to Heaven I bad sought something else than the scalps ; wouldco Heaven 
I had been a Christian Fighter, not a Choctaw one ! To have ruled and fought, 
not in a Mammonish, but m a Godlike spirit ; to have had the hearts of the 
people bless me, as a true ruler and Captain of myjpeople ; to have felt my own 
neait bless me, and that Ood above instead of Mammon below was blesaioii^ 
me— this had been somethinc. Out oC my a\^V,y«\Mf;i2U^i tLH%\B»Ax»^^^5^ 
of baaken-tlHnisuida ; I wfll trr for toiiifi\Vi\n\L <^C^x>ot mwoww^ isBi vi» ^ 
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Friend Prudence's '* rock-ledge," as we called it, will gradually discloee 
itself to many a man ; to all men. Gradually, assaulted from beneath and 
from above, the Stygian mud-deluge of Laissez<faire, Supply-and-demand, Cash- 
payment the one Duty, will abate on all hands ; and the everlastiuEmountain- 
•tops, and secure rock-foundations that reach to the Centre of the World, and 
rest on Nature's Self, will again emerge, to found on, and to build on. When 
Mammon-worsbippers here and there begin to be God-worshippers, and bipeds- 
of-prey become men, and there is a Soul feit once more in the huge-pulsing 
elephantine mechanic Animalism of this Earth, it will be again a blcssea l^artb. 
' " Mqh cease to regani money V* cries Bobus of Houndsditch : ** What else 
do all men strive for? The very Bishop informs me that Christianity cannot 
gfit on without a minimum of Four thousand five hundred in its pocket. Cease 
to regard money i That will he at Doomsday in the afternoon f" Oh, Bobus, 
my opinion is somewhat different. My opinion is that the Upper Powers have 
not yet determined on destroying this Lower World. A respectable, ever- 
increasing minority who do strive for something higher than money, I with 
confidence anticipate ; ever increasing, till there be a sprinkling of them found 
in all quarters, as salt of the Earth once more. The Uhristianity that cannot 
get on without a minimum of Pour thousand five hundred will give place to 
something better that can. Thou wilt not join our small minority, thou ? Not 
till Doomsday in the afternoon ? Well ; tAen, at least, thou wilt join it, thpu 
and the majority in mass ! 

But truly it is beautiful to see the brutish empire of Mammon cracking every- 
where, giving sure promise of dying or of being changed. A strange chill, 
almost ghastly dayspring strikes up in Yankeeland itself: my Trauscendal 
friends announce there, in a distinct, though somewhat lank-haired ungainly 
manner, that the Demiurgus Dollar is dethroned ; that new unheard-of Demiur- 
gusships, Priesthoods, Aristocracies, Growths, and Destructions are already 
risible in the gray of coming Time. Chronos is dethroned by Jove ; Odin by 
St. Olaf ; the Dollar cannot rule in Heaven for ever. No ; I reckon not. 
Socinian Preachers quit their pulpits in Yankeeland, saying, ** Friends, this is 
all gone to a coloured cobweb, we regret to say !*' and retire into the fields to 
cultivate onion-beds, and live frugally on vegetables. It is very notable. Old 
godlike Calvinism declares that its old body is now fallen to tatters and done ; 
and its mournful ghost, disimbodied, seeking new imbodiment. pipes again in 
the winds ; a ghost and spirit as yet, but heralding new Spirit-woilcb, aud bettor 
Dynasties than the Dollar one. 

Yes, hero as iherc, light is coming into the world ; men love not darkness, 
they do love light. A deep feeling of the eternal nature of Justice looks out 
among us everywhere — even through the dull eyes of Exeter Hall ; an unspeak- 
able religiousness struggles, in the most helpless manner, to speak itself in 
Puseyisms and the like. Of our Cant, all condemnable, how much is not 
oondcmnable without pity, we had almost said, without respect ! The inarti- 
culate worth and truth that is in England goes down yet to the Foundations. 

Some *^ Chivalry of Labour," some noble Humanity and practical Divineness 

of Labour, will yet be realized on this Earth. Or why willt why do we praj tO 

Heaven without setting our <Avn shoulder to the wheel 1 The Present, if it 

will have the Future accomplish, shall itself commence. Thou who prophesiest. 

who bclicvest, begin thou to fulfil. Here or nowhere, now equally as at any 

time ! That outcast help-needing thin^ or person, trampled down under vul^r 

{eet or hoofs, no help " possible " for it, no prize offered for the saving of^it, 

canst not thou save it, then, without prize ? Put forth thy hand, in God's 

same ; know that ** impossible," where Truth and Mercy and the everlasting 

Toicc of Nature order, nas no place in the brave man's dictionary. That when 

sll men have said " Impossible," and tumbled noiselessly else-whither, and thou 

alone art left, then first thy time and possibility have come. It is for thee now : 

do thou that, and ask no man's counsel, hut thy own only and God's. Brother, 

thou hast possibility in thee for much : the possibility of writing on the eternal 

skies the record of a heroic life. That noble downfallen or yet unborn 

'* Impossibility " thou canst lift it up, thou canst, by the soul's travail, bring it 

Jolo clenr being. That loud inane Actualitv, with millions in its pocket, too 

ypoasiUe " that, which rolls along there, with quilted trumpeters blaring round 

», »nd h11 the world escorting it as mute ot vocaXfLvw^e^— ^*cott \t not thou ; 

^-K.^ it, either xtotbingj or else deeply in l\iy Vkeart *. " \jKwi^-\i\ar«^'^aafc\i>aX^, 

Jw Jorce of trumpets, cash, Ijong-acte Ml, ox xmVictwX ^^tau'iWn^ ^ tau^ 
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makes thee an Entity ; thoa art a Noneniijj and deceptive Simulacrum, more 
accursed than thou seemest. Pass on, in the DeTil*s name, nnworshipped by 
at least one man, and leave the thoroughfare clear !" 

Not on iUon's or Latium^s plains ; on far other plains and places henceforth, 
can noble deeds be now done. Not on llion's plains; how much less in 
Mayfair's drawing-rooms ! Not in victory over poor brother French or Phry- 
gians ; but in victory over Frost-jotuns, Marsh-giants, over deini&Al of Discord, 
Idleness, Injustice, Unreason, and Chaos come again. None of the old Epics 
is longer possible. The Epic of French and Phrygians was comparatively a 
small Epic : but that of Flirts and Fribbles, what is that ? A thing that vanishes 
at cock-crowing — that already begins to scent the morning air ! Game-preser- 
ving Aristocracies, let them " bush " never so effectually, cannot escape the 
Subtle Fowler. Game seasons will be excellent, end again will be indifferent, 
and by and by they will not be at all. The Last Partridee of England, of an 
England where millions of men can get no com to eat, will be shot and ended. 
Aristocracies with beaixls on their china will find other to do than amuse them- 
selves with trundling-hoops. 

But it is to you ye Workers, who do already work, and are as grown men, 
noble and honourable in a sort, that the whole world calls for new work and 
nobleness. Subdue Mutiny, Discord, wide-spread Despair, by manfulness, 
justice, mercy, and wisdom. Chaos is dark, deep as Hell ; let li^ht be, and 
there is instead a green flowery World. Oh, it is great, and there is no other 
greatness. To make some nook of God's Creation a Utile fruitful ler, better, 
more worthy of God ; to make some human hearts a little wiser, manfuller, 
hapt)ier — more blessed, less accursed! it is work for a God. Sooty Hell of 
Mutiny and Savagery and despair can, by man's energy, be made a kind of 
Heaven ; cleared of its soot, ot its Mutiny, of its need to mutiny ; the ever- 
lasting arch of Heaven's azure o'erspanning it too, and its cunning mechanisms 
and tall chimney-steeples, as a birth of Heaven ; God and all men looking on 
it well pleased. 

Unstained by wasteful deformities, by wasted tears or heart's-blood of men, 
or any defacement of the Pit, noble fruitful Labour, growing ever nobler, will 
come forth —the grand sole miracle of Man ; whereby man has risen from tho 
low places of this Earth, very literally, into divine Heavens. Ploughers, 
Spinners, Builders ; Prophets, Poets, Kings ; Brindleys and Gogthes, Odins 
and Arkwrights ; all martyrs, and nuble men, and gods are of one grand Host : 
immeasurable ; marching ever forward since the Beginnings of the World. 
The enormous, all-conquering, flame-crowned Host ; noble every soldier in it, 
sacred, and alone nuble. Let him who is not of it hide himself; let him 
tremble for himself. Stars at every button cannot make him noble ; sheaves of 
Bath-garters, nor bushels of Georges ; nor any other contrivance but manfully 
enlisting in it, valiantly taking place and step in it. Oh, Heavens, will he not 
bethink himself; he tuo is so needed in the Host ! It were so blessed, thrice- 
blessed, for himself, and for us all ! In hrpe of the Last Partridge, and some 
Duke of Weimar, among- our English Dukes, we will be patient yet awhile. 

The Future hides in it 
Good hap and sorrow ; 
We press still thorow, 
Naught that abides in it 
Daunting us — onward. 



THE END. 
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